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2 by Me. Gann ick, n 5 tim 
in the ag 2 a Country . . 


wb 5 Aae la-! nagt 
75 not . here among you, pray? - 
28 meaſter wrote this fine new . 
The actor- falls are making 


a clatter / 
They want the I know nought. o ih: mater / 
Her muft be there among you—-look about—- 
A weezen, pale- fat d man, do find e B 
Pray, meaſter, come — ar all will fall to en, 
Call miſter—hold— muſt not tell his name. 
Law ! what a croud is here ! what noiſe che, 
Fine lads and laſſes ! # one & top  Vother, 
Pointing to the-rows of pit and aller. 
Tcou'd for ever here with wonder gaze 8 | 
I ne er au church fo full in all my days! © 
Your ſervant, ſurs bat do y EF eb Jr? FA N 
You donna take me fure for one o tht 
You ſhou'd not flout an honeſt lain. 4 , 
You think me fool, and I think you half nad: 
2 re all as flrange as i, and x 5 anger too, 
nd, if you laugh at me, Flllaugb at you. Lanes 
1 Pot like your London tricks, not I 
And ſince you've rais d my blind, Tl tell you why? 
And if you wll, ſince now I am before e, 
For want of pro- lag, 755 Il relate my flory. 
1 came from country here to try my fate, 
And get a place among the rich and great; : 
A 3 But 


RO LO GUS. 


nend Poo feb fick-& th journey I ha te, 
T like it not—wou'd I were whoamt again. 
Firft, in the city I took up my flation, 
And got a place with one of th' corporation, 
A round big man — he eat a pleagy deal, 
Looks / hed have beat five ploomen at a meal ! 
But long with him I cou d not make abode. 
For, cou d you think't 2 —he eat a great Sea- toad | 
Tt came from Indies tibas as big as me, © © 
He calPd it belly-patch, and capapee : | 
Law! how I fare I thought, —who Fnows, but I, 
For want of monſters, may be made a pre; 
- Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
7 JI back to whoame, and country fare. again. 
Theft Toad-eater ; thin I ſerv'd a lord, 
And there they promis d but ne pendent KEN 
While mong the great, this gaming work the trade i it 
They mind no more poor ſervants, than their ladies. 
7 lady next, who lil d a ſmart young lad. 
Hir'd me rent th th—but, troth, I thought 'her mad, 
She turn'd the world top down, as 1 may ſay, 
She chang d the day to neet, the neet to day 
1 was ſo Dean 4 SY all her freakiſh ways, \ 
She ware her gear ſa ſhort, ſo low her fag | : 
F. 1 . Jſhew all for nothing now-a: days! 
I'm the poet's man find with wits 5 
There's nothing ſartain—nay, we eat by fits. 
Our meals, indeed, are ſlender, —what of that On 
There are but three on's—meaſter, I, and cat. 
Did you but ſee us all, as Tin u. fomer,. ave bt 
You'd ae ſay, which of the three is thinner. 
Ay wages all depend upon this night's piece, 
But ſbou d you find that all our ſtuans are gecſe! 
E' fect, Fll truſt no more to meqſi er's brain, 
But pack *p 5 and ub; eu NEE e en K Þ L 


* N * 8 — 8 WT 
E P. LU E. 
Witten by Mr. GARRICK, 


FOR by Mr. Wen in bs Choratter 
a a" fine. Gentleman, 


” td peaking 3 


pA ene, d Ellen bold 


tongue 

Shall we of rank be told what's nicht and N ef. 
Had you ten E pilogues you bon d not ſpeak em, 
Thy” he had writ em all in lingum Grecum. 
PI do't, by all the Gods — (yon muff excuſe me 
T author, adde, audience, all abuſe me! 

To the Audience, .,. , ;:,; 
Behold 4 gentleman and that's enough. 
Laugh if you pleaſe—T ll tale a pinch of Hall, "BRIE: 
1 come to tell you—(let it not ſurpriſe you) 
That Vm a wit—and worthy to adviſe Wu 
How could you ſuffer that ſame country booby, 
That bre ſpeaking ſavage, that great looby, 
To talk his nonſenſe ?—give me leave to ſa 


'Ttwas lou damm d low but ſave the fellow's 


play— 

Let the poor devil e, 6 him that, : 
And give a meal to Meaſter, Mon, and Cat: 
But why attack the faſhions ?— ſenſeleſs rogue ! 
We have no joys but what reſult from vogue : 
The made ſhou'd all controul—nay, ev'ry paſſion, 


Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſtion 3 
A 


4 I hate 


. EPILOGUE. 
4 as much as be, a Turtle-feaſt, _ $ 8 
22 preſent Turtle rage bas ccal d, = 
74 ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaft. 
Ihave no £ars,—yet op ras I adore! © 
Ahoays prepar'd to die—to ſleep no more! 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dreſs, 
He wants em all ruff d up ike good queen Beſs | 
7 7 are, foi ſooth, too much expos d, and fres; 
Fora more expoi'd no ill effetts | ſee, i 
6, or leſi, tis all th ſame tome. | 
Poor gaming teo, was maul d among the ra,” 
| That precious cordial to a high-life breaft ! 
When thoughts ariſe / always game, or drink, 
An Engliſh gentleman ſbou d never think— 
The reaſon 5 plain, which evry foul might hit on— 
What trims a Frenchman, overſets 4 Briton; 
In us refloti ion breeds a ſaber ſadneſs, G 
Which always ends in politicks or madneſs : 
I therefore now propoſe—by your command, 
That tragedres no more. Pall, cloud this land 3 
Send o er your Shakeſpears to the ſons of France, 
Let them grow grau: Let us begin to dance ! _ 
Baniſb your gloomy "pre to foreign elimes, 7 
Reſerve alone to bleſs Woe: golden times, © | 
A "farce oi or twe—and oodward's pantomimes 7. 


AN 


AP 0 L. O G Y. 
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Epilogue, , would not have pub- 
liſh'd. them had it not been cuſtomary to 
print them with the play. He is very 
ſenſible that they can have little or no 
merit in the reading, their effect wholly: 
depending." upon the characters which 
thern, and the novelty. of intro- 
xr them. They were likewiſe 
written at a very ſhort warning, for the 
author of the play, had not provided 
theſe uſual, and therefore neceſſary parts 
of the performance, which Mr. Samet 
ae proper to Con at all events. 
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RAGE Dv. as it was ly 
compoſed hath been ever held the 
0 moraleſt, and moſt profitable of 
5 all other Poems. Hence Philoſophers, and 

other grave writers, as Cicero, Plutarch, 
«. and others, frequently cite out of tragic 
6 « poets, both to adorn and illuſtrate their 
* diſcourſe. - The apoſtle Paul © himſelf, 
4 ought it not unworthy to inſert a verſe 
A of a Greek Poet into the text of holy Scrip- 
* ture,---Heretofore, men in higheſt dignity 
have laboured, not a little, to be thought 
able to compoſe a tragedy. ' Of that ho- 
nour Dionyfius the elder, was no leſs am- 
bitious, than before, of his attaining to 
* the tyranny. | Auguſtus Cæſar alſo had be- 
* gun his Ajax, but unable to pleaſe his own 
„Judgment, left it unfiniſhed, Seneca the 
„ philoſopher, is by ſome thought the author 
* of thoſe tragedies, at leaſt the beſt of them 
that go under that name. Gregory Nazian- 
en, a father of ur church, thought it not 
3 unbeſeeming 


* 


\ 


ADVERTISEMENT.. 
unbeſeeming the ſanctity of his perſon to 

write a tragedy, which is intitled, Chri/ 
Suffering. This is mentioned, to vindicate 
a {ragedy, from the ſmall eſteem, or rather 
© infamy, which in the"account of many, it 
* undergoes at this day.” 

So far the great Milton : who ſtrengthen'd 
theſe examples by his own. The author hath 
nothing more to add, fave only that he hath 
aimed to write this piece, in its gſential parts, 
according to the model of ancient tragedy, 
ſo far as modern ideas and manners Woud 
permit. And he is ſo gratefully ſenſible of 
that favourable reception it hath met with 
from the public, that in every future attempt, 
he will aſſuredly labour to merit their farther 
regards, by keeping in his eye the ſame great 
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Enter OrRMAN and a SLAVE. 


OrTnmMan. 
Stranger, fay'f thou, that enquires of Othman? 
Slave, He does; and waits admittance, 
Otbm. Did he tell 2 3 5 
His name and quality? 0 8 | 
Slave. That he declined: ; day ad 
But call'd himſelf thy friend. 
Othm. Where didit thou ſee him? 
Slave. Evin now, while twilight 10 the toy, I 
ſpy'd him 
Muſing amid”? the ruins of yon . 
That overhangs the flood. On my approach, 
With aſpect ftern, and words of import dark, 
He queſtion'd me of Otbaan. Then the tear 
Stole from his eye. But when I talk'd of pow'r 
And courtly honours here conferr'd on thee, 
His frown grew darker: all I wiſh'd, he cry'd, 
Is to confer with him, and then to die. 
Othm What may this W Hogs the 2 
to me. | dee Slave. | 
Perhaps ſome worthy citizen, retum d Fre 
From voluntary exile to Algiers, m ies 
Once — in happier days. | 


Ester 


e ad. 


Ha! Sad here! Ss | 
My R 
Fadi. Stand Helle me 1 
Theſe honeſt arms, tho” worn with want, diſdain 
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour, 
Othm. Forbear thy raſh reproaches : for beneath 
This habit, which to thy miſtaken eye 
Beſpeaks my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king. 
Sadi. Why then beneath - 
This curſed roof, this black uſurper's * 
Dar'ft thou to draw infected air, and live f 
The ſlave of infolence ! why lick the duſt 
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers in ruin ? 
But age, which ſhou'd have taught thee honeſt caution, 
Has taught thee treachery ! 
Othm. Miſtaken man! 
Cou'd paſſion prompt me to licentious ſpeech 
Like thine—— © 
Sadi. Peace, falſe 25 peace | the ſlave to pow : 
Still wears a pliant tongue.—O ſhame to dwell 
With murder, luſt, and rapine Did he not 
Come from the depths of Barca's ſolitude, 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ? 
Did not our grateful king, with open arms, 
Receive him as his gueſt? O fatal hour! 
Did he not with hot, adult'rous eye, ; 
Gaze on the queen Zaphira ? yes, twas wſt, 
Luft gave th' infernal whiſper to his ſoul, 
And bade him murder, if he wou'd enjoy 
O, complicated horrors ! hell- born et 7 9 — 
Then fell our country, when good Selim a 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabaſh'd_ 
Can'ſt wear the murd'rer's badge. 
+ Othm.” Yet hear me, Sadji—— 
Sadi. What can diſhonour plead ? | 


Orhm. Yet blame not prudence. | ( 


Sadi. Prudence! the ſtale pretence of ev'ry kurve! 
The traitor” ready maſk ! 


Othn. 


I 
4 
\ 
Ty 


Otbm. Sa ſtill J . . 05 

vet unprovok'd by thy intemperate zeal. 

Bethink thee might I not inſult thy flight 

With the foul names. of fear, or CY 2 

Didſt thou not fly, when Barbarofſa's ſword - 

Reek d with the blood of thy brave counttymen? 

What then did I?—Beneath this hated roof, 

In pity to my widow'd on 1 
Fadi. In pity ? | 
Othm. Yes, Sadi: Heav'n is witneſs, pity ſway'd me, 
Sadi. Words, words! diſſimulation all, and e 
Othm. With honeſt guile I did inroll my name 

In the black liſt of Bar bareſſa s friend: 

Is hope, that ſome propitious hour might riſe, 5 

When heav'n wou'd daſh the murd'rer from his thr one, 

And give young Selim to his orphan'd people, 
Sadi. Indeed! can'ſt thou be ti ue? 

Othm. By heav'n, I am. 
Sadi. Why then diſſemble thus? 
Othm. Have I not told thee? | 

] held it vain, to ſtem the tyrant's pow'r -. 

By the weak ſallies of an 1il-tun'd rage. 
Sadi. Enough: I find thee honeſt: and with — 

Will join thy councils. This, my faithful arm, 

Waſted with miſery, ſhall gain new nerves. 

Fer brave reſolves. Can ought, my friend, be tn 

Can aught be dard)? 

Othm. We groan beneath the ſcourge. | 

This very morn, on falſe pretence of vengeance, | 

For the foul murder of our honor'd king, 

Five guiltleſs wietches periſh'd on the rack. 

Our Jong-lov'd friends, and braveſt citizens, 

Self-bantſh'd to the deſart, mourn in exile: 

While the fell tyrant lords it o'er a crew 

Of abjet ſycophants, the needy;tools. 

Of pow'r uſurp'd; and a aa nie vain, 7 910 ; 


\ 


. : 4 
, . 
- 4 8 1 


* 9 
” ' . 


Of 0 _ arms. 
Sadi. O my devoted co untry l 2271 
But ſay, the Lido d my heart bleeds fog her. 4 
Othem, If pain be li 5555 the lives: but in ſuch woe, 
As want and Lanery might view with pit, |; 


> 


OF 
- SS AM N _— 


4 B A RB ARO S8 A. 

And bleſs their happier lot! hemm'd round by terrors, 
Within this cruel palace, onee the ſeat 

Of ev'ry joy, thro' ſeven long, tedious years, 

She weeps her murder'd lord, her exil'd fon, 

Fer people fall'n: the murd'rer of her lord, 

Returning now from conqueſt o er the "ana 

Tempts her to marriage; ſpurr'd at once by luſt, 
And black ambition. But with noble firmneſs, 
Surpaſſing the female, ſhe rejects his vows, 4 
Scorning the horrid union. Mean time he, 

With ceaſeleſs hate, purſues her exil'd ſon; 6 
And—Oh! deteſted monſter ! 5 lun Wpepe, 

Sadi. Yet more deeds + 0 
Of cruelty ! juſt heaven! 4 10 By ig 

"Othm. His rage purſues | : Fe en 
The virtuous youth, ev'n into foreign elimes. 

Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murd' ring ruffian 
Is ſent to watch his ſteps, and plunge the dagger | 
Into his guiltleſs breaſt. 

Sadi. Is this thy faith ! 8 
Tamely to witneſs to ſuch deeds of brigr 
Give me th by poignard ; lead me to the _ 1 05 
What tho urrounding gu ards | 

Orhm. Repreſs thy oy: 

Thou wilt alarm the palace, wilt ke 
Thyſelf, thy friend, in ruin. Haſte thee hence; 
Haſte to the remnant of our loyal friends, x 
And let maturer councils rule thy zcal. 

Sadi. Yet let us neer forget our Peiner wrong. N 
Re: nember, Othman, (and let vengeance riſe). 1 
How in the of death, and in his gore 
Welt' ring, we found our prince ! the deadly dagger 

in his heart was fix'd ! his royal blood, 8 
The life-blood of his people, o'er the bath | 
Ran purple! O remember] and revenge! 
Othm. Doubt not my zeal. But hafte amd ſeek our 
friends. | 
Near to the weſtern kamen, dwells, # 


Yet unſeduc'd by Barb s pow T. 0 5611 gs 


He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught he heard ' 
of Selim's ſafety, ot (what more I dread) 


A 


Of 


C 
C 
I 
, 
0 
b 
1 


BARBAROSSA. 5 


Of Selim's death. Thence may our reſolves 
Be drawn hereafter. . But let caution guide the. 
For in theſe walks, where tyranay and guilt 
Uſurp the pu e ſuſpicion — T4 
And ſquint ey'd jealouſy, prone'to ert 
Ev'n looks and ſmiles — Rav gh —_ 

Sadi. 1 obey thee. 
Near to the weſtern port, thou ſay t. 

Othm. Ev'n there. 
Cloſe by the blaſted lm tree, mhere the e [> 
O'erlooks the city. . Haſte, thee hence, my friend. in” 

I would.not have thee found within theſe walls. 

iur. 

And hark theſe warlike ſounds prochim th r 
Of the proud CO with his _ 
Begone 

Sadi. May dire diſeaſe _ peftilenrs::. 15 
Hang o'er his ſteps 1— arewel Remember, Qthman, . 
Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy-country's wrongs. 
[Exit Sadi. 
Othm. When J forget them, be contempt my lot! 

Yet for the love I bear them, 1 muſt wrap 
My deep reſentments in the ſpecious guiſe 
Of ſmiles, and fair deportment. 1 * 


Enter Baud. guards, de. 


Bars Valiant Oban. Fin 
Are thoſe vile flaves impal'd = 

Othm. My lord, they are. 

Barb. Did not the rack extort confeſſion from FUL 

Othm. They dy'd obdurate : while the melting crowd 
Murmur'd out pity for their groans and anguiſh... 

Barb. Curſe on their womaniſh hearts! what, per 


faves | 
Whom my ſupreme decree condemn'd to torture? 


Are you not all my ſlaves, to whom my nod 
Gives life or death? 


Othm. To doubt thy will is treaſon. 
Barb. I love thee, faithful Othman : but why, ſits 
That ſadneſs on thy brow? for oft' I find thee | 
Mufing 


4 


1544 * 


„ B AREA ROS 8 A. 


Muſing and ſad ; while joy for my returnn 
My ſword victorious, and Moors 0 erthrown,” | 
Reſounds thro? all my palace. 
Othm. Mighty warrior! | 
The ſoul, intent on offices of love, 
Will oft” negleR, or ſcorn the weaker proof 
Which ſmiles or ſpeech can give. ada 15 
Barb. Well: be it ſo 5 2 
To guard Algiers from anarchy's miſcule, 
I ſway the regal ſceptre. Who deſerves, 
Shall meet proteQion: and who merits not, 
Shall meet my wrath in thunder, —Bur'tis ſtrange, 
That when with open arms, I wou'd receive _ 
'Young Selim; wou'd reſtore the crown, which death 
Reft from his father's head, he ſcorns my tes ; 
Sbuns me with ſullen and obdurate hate. 
And proudly kindles war in foreign climes, © 
_ Againſt my power, who fav'd his dleeding country. 
Othm. Tis ſtrange indeed.— 


Enter Aladin. 


Had. Brave prince, I bring thee tidings © 
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee. 
Young Selim is no more. | 

Othm. Indeed | mot 

Barb. Indeed !—Why that aſtonithment * 
He was our bittereſt foe. 

Othm. So periſh all 
Thy cauſeleſs enemies 

8 What ſays the rumour? 

dy d the prince and where? 

44 The — tells, 

That flying to Oran, he, there begg'd ſuceouts 
From Ferdinand of Spain, tinvade Algiers. 

Barb. From chriſtian ! 

Othm. How ! league with infidels ! 

| Alad. ou there held council with the baughty Sa- 

niar 
To conquer and dethrone thee: but in vain : 
For in a dark enconter with two flayes, 


Wherein 


Abc 


BARBAROSSA 
Wherein the one fell by his papa n 
Selim at length was ſlain. 29 % 1) 
Barb. Ungrateful boyy/ Walt 
Oft bave T courted him to meet dy kindneſs ; 4 
But ſtill in vain: he ſhun'd me like a —— 
Nor cou'd I &er behold him, ſince the down. 
Cover'd his manly cheek. —How _ yon” 
Number d he? 
Othm. I think, ſentes chirreen, whea his fuherdyd, 
And now; ſome twenty. 
Barb. Othman, now far proof: 
Of undiſſembled ſervice. Wel 1 * 1 
Thy long-experienc d faith hath plac'd thee high. 
In the queen's confidence : the crown I wear 
Yet totters on my head, till marriage rites 
Have made her mine. Othman, ſhe muſt deen. 
Plead thou my cauſe of love: bid her dry up 
Her fruitleſs tears: paint forth her long ys, 
Wake all thy eloquence ; make her but mine, 
And ſuch unſought reward ſhall crown * denne 
As ſhall out- ſoar thy wiſhes. 
Otbm. Mighty king, 
Where dut bids, Igo. | 271 | 
Barb. Then haſte thee, Gase re Mig 
Ere yet the rumour of her ſon's: deceſe 
Hath reach'd her ear; ere yet the mournful tales 
Hath whelm'd her in a new abyſs of wo, 
And quench'd all ſoſt affeQion, ſave for him. 
Tell her, I come, borae on the wings of love! | 
Haſte—fly—1 follow thee. [Fxit Othman. 
Now Aladin. 
Now fortune beats me to the wiſh'd-for port? 
We ride ſecure; on her moſt proſpꝰrous billow. 
Ei was the rock I dreaded. Doſt not think: 
attempt was greatly daring ? | | ! 
Alad. . ; and neceſſary. * i Hah 
What booted it, to cut the old ſerpent ” 
While the young adder neſted in his place? 
Barb. True: we have congner's now. Altieri is 
mine; 


Wen a rival. Thus great ſouls aſpire en! 


* 


8 BARBAROSSA. 
And boldly ſuateh at crowns, beyond the en 


Of coward conſcience Vet I wonder much, 05 25 
Omar returns not: Omar whom 1 ee bv 18 
On this high truſt. I fear, tis he bath falle. 


Didſt thou not ſay, two ſlaves encounter d Selin? 

Aad. Ay, two: tis rumour'd ſo, 92 1 
Barb. And that one fell? 

Alad. Ev'n ſo: by Selim's hand: while bis companion 
Planted his happier ſteel in Selim heart. 

Barb. Omar, I fear, is fall n. From my right hand 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty ſhave: 
And bade him fend it, as the certain pledge 2 
Of Selim's death; if ſickneſs or captivity, | 
Or wayward fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick return, | 


Alad. The rumour yet is young! 3 dere rl 
The truſty ſlave's approach. 


Barb. We'll wait tt event. 
Meantiche give out, that now the widow'd akin 
yes dry'd her tears, prepat'd to crown my love 
marriage-rites : fprchd vide the flatt'ring tale: 
4 if perſuaſion win not her conſent, 
Power ſhall compel. 
Alad. It is indeed a thought, 760 
Which prudence whiſpers. b ADS 95M 
Barb. Thon brave, Aladin, 24 e 
Haſt been the firm companion of my nds 
Soon ſhall my. friendſhip's warmth roms ty fach— 
This night my will devotes to feaſt and jo 
For conqueſt o'er the Moor. Hence, A 
And ſee the night- watch cloſe the palace nc] 
[Exit Audis 
Now to the queen. My heart expands with gs xa 
+ Let high ambition flouriſh : In Selim's blood | 
Its root is ftruck ; from this, the riſing tem 
Proudly ſhall branch o'er Africk's . 1 27 
And ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore. mee. 


Enter Irene. 


What, drown'd in tears ? Rill with thy foll thwart, 
Tack 9 of my ſoul? When pleaſures ſpring 


. 


— 
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Beneath our feet, thou ſpurn'ſt the proffet d ee 

To dwell with ſorrow. Why theſe ſullen tears? 

Irene. Let not theſe tears offend m (te quem $ wr 2 
They are the tears of pity. Ne t _ T4 5 1 
I come, thy ſuppliant. 0077 5, 

Barb. On ſome rude a 1 
What wou' dſt thou urge? 
 Trene. Thy dread return from war, 
And vroffer's love, have open'd-every ere 
The ſoft and lenient hand of time had clos 
If ever gentle ity touch'd thy heart,' 
Now let it melt; urge not thy harſh command Fart 
To ſee her! her diſtracted ſoul is bent | 550 
To mourn in ſolitude. She aſks no more. 14.7% 

Barb. She mocks my love. How many tedious years 
Have I endur'd her coyneſs? Had not war, | 
And great ambition, call'd me from Algiers, Ni 
Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what ſhe denie. 
But there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 
And bids me brook ao more her falſe delays. EE 

Irene. O frown not thus! ſure pity ne er deſery'd 
A parent's frown! then look more e Kindly on me. 
Let thy conſenting pity mix with mine, 44 
5 heal ___ _— weeping en 


. 
lrene. Oh never ſhall e 
While poor Zapbira mourns ! | y 934.4 
Barb. Is this my child? wins tl 
perverſe and ſtubborn!—As thou lov'R mein 5 
Dry up thy tears. What damp the general triumph g 
That — 5 thro Algiers which now ſhall pierce +. 
The vaulted heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall ſp read 
Young Selim's death, my empire's bictereſt fo. | 19641 | 
Irene. O generous Selim? an q | 
Barb. Ah! n thedd 1: Abus 128 ih 
Tell me Irene: on thy duty, toll] gt: een 4 t 
As thou doſt wiſh, 1 wow'd aot caſt thee off, | mos 
With an incenſed father's curſes on thee, - N26 2 
Now tell me why, at this deteſted name, 
Afreſh thy ſorrow ſtreams? 


— — —ů— — — 
- — — — 
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Irene. Yes, I will tell the. 
For he is gone! and dreads thy hate no 1 | 
My father knows, that ſcarce ſive moons: are pat, * 
1 Since the Moors feizd, and ſold i: e n 1 
A hopeleſs captive in a foreign clime £ 51 
\, Barb. Too well I know, and rue the fatal day. 
"2 But what of this ? 
> Irene, Why ſhou'd I tell, What dons! KA. Fs 
. Dic then gms my foul denn r I told 1 2. q Do? 
53 mid t - @ your! d: e 1 4. 
Bri 5 ED 2 75 
: arb. And was it e ii 42 n 1 85 
RB | 2715 150 1154.25 
Irene. With un „uni n1.01mrom o 
He paid th gens og Fade EE 
Av'rice and appetite. © * Ki his feer 1 wept, FL 
Diffoly'd in tears of gratitude and joy. 
But when I told my quality and birth, 823 24 
He ſtarted at the name of Barbaroſſa z 1 107 
And thrice turn'd pale. Vet, with recovery mild * 
Go to Algiers, he cryd; protect my mother, 
And be to her, what Selim is to thee.—— ) 
Ev'n ſuch, my father, was the gen rous font: 2 Nils 25. 
Who, by the — of bloody, bloody men,, _ k 
Lies number'd with the dead. EL | 
Barb. Amazement chills mee | 
Was this thy unknown friend, conceal from-we 2. 
Falſe, faithleſs child! | 
Irene. Alas, my father? . he 
He never was thy foe. - 41 ba: 
Barb. What !—plead for Selim 4 
Away. He merited the death he found. 
O coward ! traitreſs to thy father's glory! 
Thou ſhoud' have liv d a ſlave, been ſold to ſhame, 
Been baniſh'd to the depths of howling deſarts, 
Been aught but what thou art, rather than blot | 
A — honour, by a deed fo vile - 
Hence, from my ſight. Hence, thou unthankful ch! 
Beware thee { las the queen arr py —_ 
| I 


* 
* / 
* > \3 
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With Selim's fate. Ves, the ſhall crown my love; 
Or by our ee ſhe n hea 15 power. 


111 [Exit Barbaroff. 
rene. Unhappy ny! 
To what new ſcenes of horror. art. thou doom'd! . 
O cruel father! hapleſs child! whom pity _ -_-. 
Compels to call him, cruel !—Gen'rous Selim! 
Poor injur d queen | who but intteats to die 
In her dear father's tents ! thither, good queen, 
My care ſhall ſpeed thee, while ſuſpicion ſleeps. | 
hat tho' my frowning father pour his rage 
On my defenceleſs h ? Yet innocence —— ee 
Shall eld her firm ſupport ;; and conſcious virtue 
Gild all my days. Cou'd I but fave Zapbira, 
Let the ſtorm beat. Tl weep and pray, till ſne 
And heav'n forget, my father e er was cruel. 


—— 


Zahn 0 foil 8 Sleve lee. 5 


Zir niz. 


HEN fhall I be at Feet 1—0, ee EIA | 
al 


* my fainting ſoul, which fain wou 
riſe | 

Jo confidence in thee!—But woes on woes 5 
O'erwhelm me! firſt my huſband ! now, be fu! — 5 
Both dead ! both flaughter'd by the bloody hand 

Of Barbarea ſweet content farewell 

Farewel, ſweet hope! grief is my _— here! 

O dire ambition! what infernal po. 

Unchain'd thee from thy ——＋. Ferch of hell, 

To ſtalk the earth with thy ive train, 

Murder and luſt ! to wal dome yas 

And * heart- felt joy! | 


Enter Othman. | 


O faithful Othman ! 
Our fears were true | mp Selim is no moet 


Ob. 
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Oc he. Has then the fatal tory reach'd thine car? 5 
Inhuman tyrant! =. 5 © 
Zapb. Strike him, heav'n with er 5 5 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence. + U 1 
Othm. "Twas what we f rd. Accuſe not ert 
high will, 


Nor ſtruggle with the ten-fold chain of fate, 


That links thee to thy woes ! O, rather yield, - 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence 1 


Shall weep no more. Reſt in that pleaſing hope, 

And yield thyſelf to heay' n. My honor'd queen, | . 

Ihe king— b wy. \ 
Zapb. Whom AIR thou king? : ay 

Othm. "Tis Barbarofſa. 8 8 

He means to fee thee— | 

Zapb. Curſes blaſt the tyrant! 

Does he aſſume the name of king? | | 
Otbm. He does. N Tee. 
Zaph. O title vilely;purchas'd ! by the blood | 

Of innocence! by treach'ry and murder ! 

y heav'n incens'd pour down its vengeance on him; 

Blaſt all his joys, and turn them into horror ; 

Till ate 15 riſe, and bid him curſe the hour 

is crimes their birth ! my faithful Orban, 

127 code 5 rop! can'ſt thou deviſe _ * 

No ſecret means, by which I may eſcape . 

This hated palace! with ene ſtep ; 

d roam the . waſte, to reach my father's reles n 

Of dear Mutija / —can no means be found, . , _ 

To fly theſe black ning horrors that ſurround 1 © pK 
Othm. That hope is vain! the tyrant knows thy hate. 


Hence, = and night, his RS guards ſurround 
1 


Impenetrable as walls of adamant. ra 
Curb then thy mighty griefs: juſtice and truth | 
He mocks 


as ſhadows: rouſe 2 then, his anger; 
Let ſoft perſuaſion and mild eloquence, 
Redeem that liberty, which ſtern rebuke 
Wou'd rob thee of for ever. 
eee Cruel taſk 


89 to bow. n injur d queen. 


For. 
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To kneel for liberty! and, oh! to whom! : 
Ev'n to the murd'rer of her lord and fon! 
O periſh firſt, Zaphira ! yes, I'll die! 
For what is. life to me! my dear, dear lord! 
My hapleſs child! yes, 1 will follow you. 
Othm. Wilt thou not ſee him, then? 
Zaph. I will not, Othman. 
Or if I do, with bitter imprecation, v3 
More keen than poiſon ſhot from ſerpents tongues, 
Il pour my curſes on him! 
ibm. Will Zapbira | 
Thus meanly fink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 
When ſhe ſhould wake revenge? | 
Zaph. Revenge? O tell me—— _ | 
Tell me but how! what can a helpleſs woman?! 
Othm. Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy 
A | 
Pour thy-complaints before him : let thy wr 
Kindle his — to purſue 1 
This vile uſurper, till unceaſing war 
Blaſt his ill-gotten powr. * 1 | 
Zapb. Ah!—ſay'it thou, Othman ? [Rifeng. | 
Thy words have ſhot like lightning through my frame; | 
And all my ſoul's on fire !—Thou faithful friend ! | 
Yes; with more gentle ſpeech I'll ſooth his pride ! 
Regain my freedom; ſeek my father's tents ; 
There paint my countleſs woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance : | 
The ſudden ſtorm ſhall pour on Barbaroſſa; 
And ev'ry giowing warrior ſteep his ſhaft | s 
In deadlier poiſon, to revenge my wrongs. 
Othm. There ſpoke the queen. But as thou lov'ſt 
thy freedom, | 5 
Touch not on Selim's fate. Thy foul will kindle, 
And paſſion mount in flames that will conſume thee. 
Zaph. My murder'd ſon ! yes, to revenge thy death, 
PII ſpeak a language which my heart diſdains. * 
Othm. Peace, peace! the tyrant comes: now, injut d 
ueen, & e ice 
Plead for thy freedom, hope for juſt re 
And check each riſing * | 


enger, | 
- [Exit Othmas. 
Enter 


— ——E—ũ— — —— —ñ—ʒ—ẽ — — — 1 8 by 
* 
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Fi Enter Parbaroſſa 
Barb. Hail, crete fir! thrice honor'd d queen); in 


whom. 

Beauty and majeſty conſpire to charm! 
Behald the conqu'ror, whoſe deciding yoice 
Can ſpeak the fate of kingdoms, at thy feet 
Lies conquer'd by thy /pow'r1 « 

Zaph. O Barbaroſſa! _ 
No more the pride of conqueſt &er can char 
My widow'd heart! with my departed lord 
My love lies bury'd! I ſhou'd meet thy flame 
With ſullen tears, and cold indifference. I. 
Then turn thee to ſome happier fair, whoſe heart 
May crown thy growing love, with love ſincere ; 
For I have none to give 

Barb. Love neer thou'd die: 
Tis the ſoul's cordial : *tis the fount of life ; 
Therefore ſhou'd ſpring eternal in the breaſt, 
One object loft, another ſhou'd ſucceed, 
And all our life belove. 

Zaph. Urge no more Thou mighe ſt with equa 


Woo the V marble weeping o er a tomb, 
To meet thy wiſhes! but if pen'rous love 
Dwell in thy breaſt, vouchſafe me proof ſincere: 
Give me ſafe convoy to my native vales 
Of dear Mut ifa, where my father reigns. 
. Barb. O blind to proffer'd bliſs! what, fondly quit 
This lofty palace, and the envy'd pomp 


Of empire, for an Arab's wand'ring tent! 


Where the mock Chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 


From plain to plain, as thirſt or famine ſways ; 


Obſcurely vain; and faintly ſhadows out 
The majeſty of kings Far other joys 
Here ſhall attend thy call : the winged bark 


For thee ſhall traverſe ſeas ; and ev'ry clime 

Be tributary to Zaphire's charms. 

To thee, exalted fair, ſubmiſſive realms | 
Shall bow the neck; and ſwarthy kings and queens, 


From 
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From the far diſtant Niger and the Mile, | 

| Drawn captive at my conqu'ring chariot-wheels, 

Shall 1 thee. 5 | 550 
Zap an r are | 

Which ev * wh eaſe ere well diſdain. 

But, ah! what mockery is the tinſel pride 

Of ſplendor, when by waſting woes, the mind 

Lies deſolate within !—Such, ſuch, is mine! 

_ Oferwhelm'd with Ils, and dead to ev'ry Joy. 

Envy me not this laſt requeſt to die | 

In my dear father's tents! 
Barb. Thy ſuit is vain 
Zafth. Thus kneeling at th en 
Barb. Thou thanklels ber 


Thus to repay the labours of my love! 
Had I not ſeiz'd the throne Shaw Selim dy'd, _ 

Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers | A 

I check'd the warring pow'rs, and gave you peace. 

Zaph. Peace doſt thou call it! what can worſe be 
fear d 

From the war's rage, than violence and blood 2 * 
Have not unceaſing horrors mark d thy reign ? 


Thro' ſeven long years, thy W ans fword hath 


ree 
With guiltleſs blood. 
Barb. With guiltleſs blood ?—Thke heed 
Rouſe not my ſſumb' ring rage: nor vindicate 
Thy country's guilt and treaſon. 
Zapb. 8 violence reigns, there innocence is 
uilt, 
And- Ae; treaſon. Tes. — Know, Zaphira ſcorns 
Thy menace.— Ves, — thy daught ring ſword hath reck'd 
With guiltleſs blood. Thro” thee, exile and death 
Have thin'd Algiers. Is this thy boaſted peace? 
So might the tyger boaſt the peace he brings 
When he o'erleaps by ſtealth, and waſtes the feld. 
Barb. Ungrateful queen! Pl give thee proof of be, 
Beyond thy ſex's pride! but make thee mine, 
I will deſcend the throne, and call thy ſon F 
From SET to empire. 


—_ _ Zuph. 
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Zaph. O my heart! 
Can I bear this 
Inhuman tyrant! curſes on hy head! 
May dire remorſe and anguiſh haunt 77 throne, 
And gender in thy boſom fell deſpair 
Deſpair as deep as mine! 
Bark. What means Zaphira ? 
What means chis burſt of grief? 
Zapb. Thou fell alu 
Had not guilt ſteet'd thy heart, awak' ning conſcience 
Wou'd flaſh conviction on thee, and each look, 
Shot from theſe eyes, be arm'd with ſerpent- horror, 
To turn thee into ſtone —Relentleſs man! 
W bo did the bloody deed? oh, tremble guilt, 
Where'er thou art !-Look on me !—Te me, tyrant, 
Who flew my blameleſs fon ? 
Barb. What envious tongue, 
My foe, hath dar'd.to taint my name with ſlander ? 
This is the rumour of ſome coz'ning ſlave, . 
Who thwarts my peace. Believe it not, Zaphira. 
Thy Selia lives: nay more, he ſoon ſhall reign, 
If thou conſent to bleſs me. 
Zaph. Never! oh, never—ſooner wou'd I roam 
An unknown exile thro' the torrid climes 
Of Africk, ſooner dwell with wolves and 
Than monnt with thee my murder'd Se/im's * ! 
_—_ queen, forbear, think on thy captive- 
te: 
Remember, that within theſe — | 
I am omnipotent : that every 
Bends at my dread approach : that ſhame and honour, 
Reward and puniſhment, await my nod, 
The vaſſals of my pleaſure.—Yield thee then: 
Avert the zich ring borrors that ſurround thee, 
And dread my pow'r incens'd. | 3 
Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute my car 
With that foul menace Tyrant ! dread'ſt not 
TY" all ſeeing eye of heav'n, its lifted thunder, 
And all the red ning vengeance which it ſlores 
For crimes like thine ?— Yet know, thy threats are vain, 
'Tho' robb'd by thee of ey y dear ſupport ; | 
No 
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No tyrant's threat can awe the free · born foul, © 
That greatly dares to die. 3 Zaphira. 


Barb. Where ſhould ſhe learn the tate of Selim 8 
: death ? 


Cou'd O'hman dare to tell it? if he did, 
My rage ſhall ſweep him ſwifter than the whirlwind, 
To inſtant death !—Curſe on her ſteadineſs ! 

She lords it o'er my heart, There is a charm 
Of majeſty in virtue, that diſarms 

ReluQtant power, and bends the fruggling will 
From her moſt firin reſolve. 


ae ee 1 


Oh, Aladin? 

Ti imely thou com'ſt, to eaſe my lab'ring thought, | 
That ſwells with indignation and 285 
This ſtubborn woman 

Alad. What, unconquer d ſtill? | . 

Barb. The news of Selim's fate hath reach'd ber ear. 
Whence could this come ?* 

Alad. I can reſolve thy doubt. 5 
A female ſlave, attendant on Zapbira, | ney” 
O'er heard the meſſenger who brought the le . 
And gave it to her ear. | 

Barb. Perdition ſeize her! he 
No threat can move, nor promiſe now allure | 
Her haughty ſoul : nay, the defies my 
And talks of deaths, as if her female form 
Inſhrin'd fome hero's ſpirit, 

Alad. Let her rage foam. We 
I bring thee tidings that will eaſe thy pain. EV 

Barb. 2 ſt thou? Speak on —0 give me quick 

relief 

Alad. The gallant youth is come, who flew her ſon, 

Barb. Who? Omar! : 

Alad. No: unhappy Omar fell 
By Selim's had. But Achmet, whom he join'd 
His brave affociate, ſo the youth bids tell thee, 
Reveng d his death by Selim ss. OO 
DW 7 2" "mY 42:5 ih 


— 
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* — 
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Barz. Gallant Vouth !! 
Bears he the ſignet? | 
o . 
Barb. That ſpeaks him true. Conduct him, Aladin. 
. [Exit Aladin. 
This is beyond my hope. The ſecret pledge 
Reſtor'd, prevents ſuſpiclon of the deed, - 
While it confirms it done, 


Enter Achinet and Aladia. 
Acbm. Hail, mighty Barbaraſſa ! as the pledge 


Of Selim's death, behold thy ring reſtor'd: 
That will ſpeak the reſt. Lal 
Barb. Riſe, valiant youth hb © 
But firſt, no more a fave.—l give thee freedom. 
Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no more) 
Join d his companion in this brave attempt ? | 
n | | 
Barb, Then tell me how you ſped. Where found ye 
That inſolent ! 1 
Ach, We found him at Oran, l 
Tg deep miſchiefs to thy throne-and people. 
Barb. Well ye repaid the traitor — 

Ach. As we ought, 1 | 
While Night drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at bis heart brave Omar aimed the poignard, 
Which Selim ſhunning, wrench'd it from his hand, 

Then plung'd it in his breaſt. I haſted on. 
Too late to ſave, yet I reveng'd my friend: 

My thirſty dagger, with repeated blow, 
Search d ev'ry artery: they fell together, 
Gaſping in folds of mortal enmity ; 
And thus in frowns expir'd. 

Barb, Well haſt thou ſped. 
Thy dagger did its office, faithful Achmet ; 


And high-reward ſhall wait thee—— One thing more— 


Be the thought fortunate Go ſeek the queen. 
For know the rumour of her Seliz's dea 
Hath reach'd her ear: hence daik fuſpicions riſe, 


Squinting 


[ Kneels, 


aa %. we ACT2Þ 
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gquinting at me. Go, tell her, that thou-ſaw'f 
Her ſon expire ; that with his dying breath, 
He did conjure her to receive my vows, | 
And give her country peace — That, ſure will lull 


Suſpicion. Aladin, that ſure will win her. 
Alad. "Tis wiſely thought. It muſt. 


Enter Othman. 


Zarb. Moft welcome, Othman. 
Behold this gallant ſtranger. He hath done 
The ſtate good ſervice, Let ſome high reward 
Await him, ſuch as may o'erpay his zeal 
Conduct him to the queen; for he hath tidings 
Worthy her ear, from her departed ſon ; 
Such as may win her love. — Come, Aladin: 
The Banquet waits our preſence : feſtal joy 
Laughs in the mantling goblet ; and the night, 
Illumin'd by the taper's ** beam, 
| Rivals departed day. [Exit Barb. and Alas: 
Ach. What anxious thought 
Rolls in thine eye, and heaves thy lab'ring breaſt ? 
Why join'ſt thou not the loud exceſs of joy, 
That riots thro? the palace? 
Otheu. Dar'ſt thou tell me, 
On what dark errand thou art here? 
Acb. I dare. 
Doſt thou not ſee the ſavage lines of blood; 
Deform my viſage? Read'ſt not in my eye 
12 fury? — l am Selims murd' rer. 
Othm. His murd' rer ! 
Ach. Start not from me. 
My dagger thirſts not but for _ blood.. 
Why this amazement * 


Othm. Amazement? No——'Tis well tina as ir 
| ſhould be. 


He was indeed a foe to Barbaroſſa. 
Ach. And therefore to Algiers. :---Was it not ſo - 
ad doſt thou _ what FE ſhakes that frame? 
„ . Oben. 
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Oiba. Fate, do thy worſt —I can no more  dif- 

ſemble 

Can I unmoy'd behold the mvrd9 ruffian,” 92 
Smear'd with my prince 's blood . tell the tytant, 
Othman defies his pow'r ; that tir'd with life 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 

Ach. What, didſt thou love this Selim ? 

Othm. All men lov'd him. 
He was of ſuch unmix'd and blameleſs quality, 
That envy, at his praiſe ſtood mute, nor dad 
To ſully his fair name | remorſeleſs tyrant! | 

Ach. = commend thy faith. And fince thou lov' 

im 

Pil whiſper to thee, that with honeft 222 


have deceiv'd this tyront ren 
Selim is yet alive. 


Othm Alivel 3 4 e r thor nfl ag] 
Selim i is in „ mea 20 SEED 2 (63 wt ie 
 O:hm. - Impoſſible l 1 
Ab 5 19S: if thou doubt'|, 2 ru one bim hiker, 


o bn. ot for. an empire os 
Thou might'ſt as well bring the deroted nd 1 
Into the tyger's den. „ae 
Ach. Nay, but Ill bring bim 1 126.07 PL) 
Hid i in ſuch deep diſguiſe, as {ball prong 
| Suſpicion, tho' ſhe wear the lynx's eye: 
Not ev'n thyſelf could know him. 
Orhm bo ſure : too ſure, to hazard fuch an woeful 
trial ! 
Ach. Yet ſeven revolving years, worn out 
In tedious exile, may have wrought ſuch nes 
Of voice and feature, in the ace of . 
As might elude thine eye. 
Othm. No time can blot 5 — 
The mem'ry of his ſweet majeſtic mein, 2 5 
The luſtre of his eye! Nay, 2 he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous ſca r, 
Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 
ker — on his mother, Selim flew. 


4. 
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Ach. A ſar! 5 
Othm. Ay, on his forehead, _ | 
Ach. What, like this? [Lifting bis 23 I} 
Otbm. Whom do I fee I—am 1 awake AP; rince ! 
ens oops? L Kueeli. 
My honord, honor d king? 

Selim. Riſe, faithful Othman. 

Thus let me thank thy truth! „bebe bis, 

Othm. Oh, happy hour! 

Selim. Why doit thou tremble thus ? Why graſp my : 

5 nd 
And why that ardent gaze? Thou canſt not doubt me? 

Othm. Ah, no! I ſee thy fire in e- ry. line— 

How did my prince eſcape the murd'ter's band 3 

Selim. 1 wrench'd the dagger from him; and gaye back 
That death he meant to bring. The rufffan wore. * 
The tyrant's ſignet: Take this ring, he cryd, 

The ſole return my dying hand can make thee 

For its accurs'dattempt: This pledge reſtor'd, 

Will prove thee ſlain : ſafe mayſt thou ſee Ike,” N 

Unknown to all.— This ſaid, thi aſſaſſin dy d. 
Othm. But how to gain admittance, chus.yoknown f 
Selim. Diſguis'd as Sefim's murderer 1 come : 

Thy accomplice of the deed: the ring reſtor d, 

Gain'd credence to my words. | 

Othm. Yet ere thou cam "It, thy death was rumour's F 

here. | 

Selim 1 fpread the flatt* ring tale, and ſent i it hither; 1 
That babbling rumour, like a lying dream, 3 
Might make belief more eaſy. Tell me, Ende 
And yet I tremble to approach the theme, —— 
How fares my ther F does ſhe ſtill e 
Her native greatneſs? __ 

Othm.. Still: in vain the tyrant 
Tempts her to marriage, tho with j . mere 
Of death or violation. eee abs. 

Selim. May kind hen Oey clnq 45 — 
Strengthen her virtue, and by me uns 3 
When ſhall I ſee her, Otbman ? buy „ . * 

| Othm. Yet, my prince. 1 tia 
I tremble for thy preſence. 


f 
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Selim. Let not fear 
Sully thy virtue: tis the lot of guilt - _ | 
To tremble. What hath innocence to do with fear 
Otbn. Yet think—ſhould Barbaref 
Selim. Dread him not ——— | 
Thou know'ſt, by his command, I ſee bis 
And wrapt in this diſguiſe, I walk ſecure, 
As if from heav'n ſome guardian pow's attending, 
Threw ten- fold night around me. | 
Othm. Still my heart N 
Forebodes ſome dire event !—O quit theſe walls 
Selim. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant - 
Shall tremble when he hears. 
Otbn. What means my prince? 
Selim. To take juſt vengeance for a father's blood, 
A mother's ſuff rings, and a people's 
Otbm. Alas, my prince! thy ſingle "arm is weak 
To combat multitudes. | 
Selim. Therefore I come, 


Clad in this murd'rer's ny morning ſhines, 


PHE Othman—this— II drink the tyrant” 8 blood. | 
| Shews a dagger. 
Ohm. Hear” n ſhield. thy, ne e —. 1h 
rule 
TH headlong zeal ! 


i Selim. Na ; think not that I come | 
lindly impell ry or deſpair : 
For 4 hav how _ ar a ay now RS. 
| From Sadi and Almanzor.. | 1 
Othm, Say—what hope? 
My ſoul is all attention 
Selim. Mark me, then. | 
A choſen band of citizens this night | 
Will ſtorm the palace; while the lutted | troops. 
Lie drench'd in ſurfeit ; the confed rate city, 
Bold thro' deſpait, have ſworn to break their chain 
By one wide ſlaughter. I, meantime, have gain d 
The palace, and ll arnie th! appointed hour, 
To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's ot | 1 
- Amid the et ee ch oF ty 


1Othm, 
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Oatb. Heav'n protect thee 

Tis dreadful hat's the hour? 

Selim. I left our friends 

In ſecret council. Ere the dead of night 

Brave Sadi will report theit laſt reſolves. 

No lead me to the queen. — _ 

Otbn. Brave prince, beware! 

Her joy's or fear's exceſs; wau'd ſure betra rap thee 

Thou ſhalt not ſee her, till the tyrant peri EK 

* Selim. I muſt.—l feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me: 

Who knows that tis not the laſt parting interview, 

We ever ſhall obtain? 

Othm., Then, on thy life, 45 by 

Do not reyeal thyſelf. eh the name 

Of Selim's friend; ſent to confirm her virtue, 

And warn her that he lives. | 
Selim. It ſhall be ſo: I yield me to thy will. 
Othm. Thou greatly daring youth; may angels watch: 

And guard thy upright purpoſe! That Algiers 

May reap the bleſſings of thy virtuous reign,. 

And all a godlike Ether th ſhige 1 7 thee !, | : 
Selim, b. thou haſt rouz d a. rh on which 

revenge 2 

Mounts with redoubled fire l Ves, here, ev'n ED 

Beneath this very roof, my honor'd father 

Shed round his bleſſings, "till accurſed treach ry 

Stole on his peaceful hour ! O, bleſſed ſhade ! 

If yet thou hov reſt v'er thy once loy'd clime, , 

Now aid me to redreſa thy bleedi wrongs l. 

Iafuſe thy mighty ſpirit 44 my 3 7 

Thy firm and daunt {s fortitude, 5 , | 

By peril, pain, or death! that undiſmay d., 

I may purſue the juſt intent; and dare 

Or. bravely e or a die. 
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8 Enter Inexe. | 
NAN air-drawn viſions mock ci ki eyes? 


Sure twas his i image! Vet his preſence here | 
| After full rumour had confirm'd him dead! 


Beneath this hoſtile roof to court deſtruction))ꝛn 


It ſtaggers all belief! filent he ſhot 

Athwart my view, amid' the glimmering lamps, 
With ſwift and ghoſt-like ſtep, that ſeem d to an | 
All human converſe. This way ſure he mov d. 
But oh, how chang'd ! he wears no gentle ſmiles, 
But terror in his frown. He comes—'Tis he: 
For Otbman points him hither, and departs. 

Diſguis d; he ſeeks the queen: ſecure, perhaps, 
And heedleſs of the ruin has ſurrounds him 

O generous Selim / can I ſee thee thus; 

And not forewarn ſuch virtue of i its fare! | 

Forbid i it, „ F 


Enter Selim. 


Selim. Be fil, ye Ggh % 2 

Ye ſtruggling tears of fi love, by gin. 55 5 

Down, down, fond, heart! * 
Irene. Why, ſtranger, doſt thou wander dere . 
Selim. Oh, ruin! [Isbunning ber. 
Irene. Bleſt is Irene! Ble! if Seli mM Ives! | 35 
Selim. Am I betray d! 
Irene. Betray'd ! to whom? To her! 

Whoſe grateful _— — d ruſh on death to ſave cher! 

- Selim. It was 

That time had wp 'dall 1 of my youth, 

And thrown the maſk of manhood o'er my viſage.— 

Am I then known) 

Irene. To none, but love and me 

To me; who late beheld thee at Oran ; 

Who ſaw thee here, beſet with unſeen pe1 
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And flew to ſave the guardian of my honour. © * 
Selim. Thou ſum of ev 7 worth ! thou heavy n of 

ſweetneſs! | 

How cou'd I pour forth all my ſoul before thee, -- 
In vows of endleſs truth !—It muſt not be 
This is my deſtined goal !—the manſion drear, i 
Where grief and'anguiſh dwell! where bitter tears, j 
And ſighs, and lamentations, choak the voice, | 
And quench the flame of love ! - Wes _ 

Irene Yet, virtuous prince, 
Tho' love be ſilent gratitude may f| ak. 
Hear then her voice, which warns thee from theſe walls 
Mine be the grateful taſk,” to tell — queen, 
py Selim lives. Ruin and Death incloſe thee. - 

O ſpeed thee hence, while yet deſtruction ſleeps ! 

Selim. Too generous maid! oh, heav'n! that Barba- 

roſſa. 

Shou'd +. opt father! 

Irene. Injur'd prince ! ; 
Loſe not a thought on me! I know thy wrongs, E 1 
And merit not thy love. No, learn to hate rue. | 
Or if Irene e er can hope ſuch kindneſs, it FONT j 
Firſt pity, then forget me! II : 

Selim When I do, 3A | | v2 ; 
May heav'n pour down'its ne vengeazice on me | 

Irene. Hence! haſte thee, hence! 

Selim. Wou'd it were porn och 

Irene, What can prevent it? 

Selim. Juſtice?! fate, and juſtice! 


A murder d father's wrong s | 
Irene. Ah, prince, take oed! ie e | 
I have a father too! 
| Selim, What did 1 ay ?—my father . u - 
ther | . | 
Can I d till [hive ſeen Zaphira? ? LEA: 
Irene. Juſtice, ſaid ſt thou ?; 21 SU ii 


That word hath ſtruck me, like a peal of a { 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love, 
Now glares with terror! thy approach by night —-— 
9 dark diſguiſe, thy looks, and — 5 
es, 


* 
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Yes, all conſpite to tell me, I am loſt! 
Think Sella what Irene muſt endure, | 
Shou d ſhe be guilty of a father's blood? 
Selim, A fathet's blood! 
Irene. Too ſure. In vain thou hid'lt | 
Thy dire intent! Forbid it, heay' n, Irene 
Shou d ſee deſtruction hoy? ring © o'er „er I; 
And not prevent the blow! 
Selim. Is this thy love, - 
Thy gratitude to him who ſav d thy hangur ky” 
Irene. Tis gratitude to him who gave me life: 
He who preſerv'd me claims the ſecond place. 
Selim. Is he not a tyrant, murderer? 
Irene. O ſpare my ſhame! I am his daughter ſtill! 
Selim, Wond'ſt thou become the partner of his crimes? 
rene. Forbid it, heav'n !—Yet J muſt ſave a father 
Selim. Come on then. Lead me to him. Glut-thine 


eye 

With Selim's blood 

Irene. Was el er diſtreſs like mine ! 
O Selim can I ſee my father periſhl— pi tee 
Wou'd I had ne'er been born! [ Veeß:. 

Selim. Thou virtuous maid |. | BETTE 
My heart bleeds for thee ! Tan wat 
Irene. Quit, O quit theſe 1 100 
Heav'n will ordain ſome gentler, happier means, 
To heal thy woes ! Thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and deftruQtion ! Generous 15-95 * 


Reſign thy dreadful purpoſe, and depart ! | | 
Selim. May not I ſee Zaphira, ere I 199d. 
Thy gentle pity will not, ſure deny us 

The mourntul pleaſure of a parting tear? 


Lene. 7 then, and give ber peace. But fy theſe 
walls, 
As ſoon as morning ſuines: —olſe, tho deſpair. ; 
Drive me to madneſs ;—yet—to ſave a father - 
O Selim ] ſpare my tongue the horrid ſentence bw 11 
Fly ! exe deſtruction ſeire thee 5. Yr Hit V Thr ene 
Selim. Death and rin} | 


Mot Liben fly vat conan le betray 1 
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My father, mother, friends ? Vain terrors, hence | 
Danger looks big, to fears deluded eye. 
But courage, on the heights and ſteeps of fate, 
_ ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 
ril: and while ſick ning caution ſhrinks, 
85 elf betray d, falls headlong down the ſteep, 
Calm reſolution, unappal'd can walk 
The giddy brink, ſecure.—Now to the queen 
How ſhall I dare to meet her thus unknown! 
How ſtifle the warm tranſports of my heart, 


Which pants at her approach Wh waits 2 2— 
Enter a female Slave. | 


slave. Whence this intruſion, date; at an a hour 
Deſtin'd to reſt? 


Selim. I come to ſeek the queen, rt 4s 
55 matter of ſuch import, as may claim 3 
Her ſpeedy audience. | | 
Slave, Thy requeſt is vain. 
Ev'n now the queen hath-heard the mournful tale | 
Of her ſon's death, and drown'd 1 in ert ſhe Wn, | 1 
Thou canſl not ſee her. | 50 
Selim. Tell the queen, I come 8 
5 n meſſage from her dear Get ſon; 
d — his laſt requeſt. 
laue. Ill haſte to tell her. 
With a all a mother's tend reſt love ſhe'll ff, 

To meet that name. Exit: Slave, 
Selim. O ill-difſembling heart My ey/ry limb 
Trembles with grateful terror |—Wou'd to heavy? "2 
L had not come! ſcme look, or ſtarting tear, .. 

Will ſure betray me.—Honeſt gull; 
My fault' ting 100g * 


ww - 


| 4154 2) "a Enter \Zaphica. 


2b Where is this x pious. gn bb _ IO 11 
Say; generous youth, . oſs pity leads thee thug 
To ſeek the weeping manſions of l were 
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Didſt thou behold in death my hapleſs ſon? 4 
Dicd'ſt thou receive my Selim's parting breath - | 
Did he remember me? 
Selim. Moſt honor'd queen! 
Thy ſon, —Forgive ek, 1 tears, which flow 
Toi ſee diſtreſs like thine ! 
Zaph. I thank thy pity! 
*Tis generous thus to feel for others woe — 
What of my ſon ? Say, didſt thou ſee him die? 
Selim, By Barbaroſſa's command I come, 
To tell ther, that theſe eyes alone beheld 
Thy ſon expire. 
Zaph. Oh heav'n my deareſt child 
Selim. That ev'n in n death, the pious, youth remem- 
ber'd | 
His royal b woes. | 
Zazh. Where, where was 12 
Relen leſs fate that I ſhou'd be deny d 
The mournful A e to ſee him die! 
To claſp him in the agony of death, 
Aid 3 his parting foul! O tell me all, 
Al that he faid and look d: deep in my heart 
Taat I may treaſure ey 'ry parting word. 
Each dyi whiſper of my dear, dear fon? ??? 
Selim. Tu t not my words offend — What if be ſaid, 
Go, tell my happleſs mother, that her tears 
Have ftream'd too long: then bid her weep no more: 
Bid her forget the h eden and the ſon, 
In Barbaroſſa's arms! aro gs es ten 
Zapb. , falſe as hell! KF AR 
Thou art fome creeping flave to — 
Sent to ſurprize my unſuſpecting heart ! 
Falſe flave, begone!—My ſon betray me chi [— 
Cou'd he have e er conceiv'd ſo baſe a purpoſe, 
My griefs for him ſhou'd end in great diſdain !— 
But he was brave! and ſcorn'd a thought ſo vile! 
Wretched Zapbira! how art thou become 
The ſport of ſlaves 1—O yriefs incurable ! 


8 et Dope for” peace, 3 queen? Thy 
May yet have cad. | Zapb. 
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Zaph. Why weep'ſt thou, crocodile? ? 
Thy treach'rous tears are vain. 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 
1 am not what thou think'ſt. 
Zaph. Who art thou then ! 155 
Selim. Oh, my full heart —1 an—thy friend, and 
Selim & | 
come not to inſult but heal thy woes. 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while [ tell thee— 
Perhaps thy ſon yet lives. 
Zaph, O gracious heay'n | 5 
Do I not dream? ſay, ſtr didſt * tell me, 
Perhaps my Selim lives? What do ] aſk ? 
Fond, fond, and fruitleſs hope What mortal * | 
Can e' er re-animate his ma Fog corſe, 
Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb, 
Or bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dead! 
Selim, O pow'rſul nature, thou wilt ſure betray 1 | 


[Afde 
Thy Selim lives; for ſince his rumour'd death, 
1 him at Oran. 
aph, Is not then, my Selim dead? 
im. He is not. | 
Zaph, Didſt thou not fay, thou wf nf ſon expire 2? 
Didſt not ev'n now relate his dying words 
Selim, It was an honeſt falſhood, meant to _ 8 
Zaphira' s unſtain'd virtue. 
Zaph. Why but Othman —= ' | 
Othman affirm'd that my poor ſon was 8 
And [I have heard, the murderer is come, 
In triumph o'er his dear and innocent blood. | 
Selim. | am that murderer—Beneath this guiſe 5 
I ſpread. th' abortive tale of Selim's death, „ 
And haply won the tyrant's confidence. 12 
Hence gain d acceſs : and from thy Selim tell chee; D 5 
Selim yet lives, and honours all thy virtue. 
Zapb. O generous youth, who art thou From 
what clime 
Comes ſuch exalted virtue, alan give © 771 8 
A pu to griefs like mine As — 


And 
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Didſt thou behold in death my hapleſs ſon? 55 
' Did'ft thou receive my Selin s parting breach as ITAL 
Did he remember me? | 

Selim.” Moſt honor d queen! nel 
Thy ſon, —Forgive theſe 12 tears, "which flow 
To ſee diſtreſs like thine ! | 

Zaph. 1 thank thy pity! _ 1 
Tis generous thus to feel for others woe. — 
What of my fon ? Say, didſt thou ſee him die? 

Selim, By Barbaroſſa's command 1 come, 

To tell thez, that theſe eyes alone beheld 

Thy ſon expire. | 
Zaph. Oh heav'n' !—my deareſt child ! 
Selim. That ev'n in death, the House youth remem- 

ber d | 

His royal morners woes...  . . . 

Zazh. Where, where was 12 

Relen leſs fate that T ſhou'd be deny d 

The mournful privilege, to ſee him die! 

Jo claſp him in the agony of death, 

Ad ch his parting Foul! O tell CR, . 
Al that he faid a and look'd : deep in, my a © ls 
Taat I may treaſure er ry parting worde. 
Each dyir whiſper of my dear, dear ſon? 

Selim. Let not my words offend. What if be ſaid, 
Go, tell my W N 8 that her tears 


Zapb. G, falſe as hell! 

Thou art ſome creepin ave to e | & 
Sent to ſurprize my unſuſpeRing heart ! 75 
Falſe ſlave, begone My ſon betray me _ pac 
Cou'd he have e er conceiv'd ſo baſe a purpoſe, 

My griefs for him ſhou'd end in great diſdain !— 

But e was brave ! and ſcorn'd a thought ſo vile 
Wretched Zaphiral how art thou become . 
The ſport of ſlaves -O griefs incur able! 


. Vet hope for peace, unbapyy” queen Thy 
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May yet * end. | Zapb. 


Have ftream'd too lo hen bid her weep no more : = 
Bid her forget the hu yo the 12 205 | 
In Barbaroſſa's arms ar. pg Iv — wh 
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Zaph. Why weep'f thou, crocodile? | * 0 
Thy treach'rous tears are-vain, ' 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 
Fam not what thou think'ſt. 
Zaph. Who art thou then! 22. 
Selim. Oh, my full heart Ne am—thy friend, and 
dalia 1 | 
] come not to inſult but heal thy woes, — 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while I tel! thee— 
Perhaps — thy ſon yet lives. c 
Zaph. O gracious heay'n ! | 58 
Do I not dream? ſay, ſtranger, didſt thou tell ws,” 
Perhaps my Selim lives? What do ] aſk ? 
Fond, fond, and fruitleſs hope l What mortal pow'r | 
Can e'er re-animate his ma * corſe, + 
Shoot life into the cold and filent tomb, 
Or bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dend! 
Selim. O pow rſul nature, thou wilt ſure betray Fol | 


[ . 
Thy Selim lives: for ſince his rumour death, _w_ 
I ſaw him at Oran. 
2 Is not then, my Selim dead? 
He is not. | 

Zaph, Didſt thou not ay, , thou aw an fo expe 2 
Didſt not ev'n. how relate his dying words 
Selim. It was an honeſt falſhood, menne 60 mm 
Zapbira s unſtain d virtue. 

Zaph. Why but Othman—— ——᷑ðĩ?ĩ!G 
Othman affirm'd that my poor ſon was dead: 
And I have heard; the murderer is come, 
In triumph oer his dear and innocent blood. 

Selim. I am that murderer—Beneath this guiſe 
I ſpread. th' abortive: tale of Selim's death, 
And haply won the tyrant's confidence. | + 
Hence gain'd acceſs : and from thy Selim tell 4 
Selim yet lives, and honours all thy virtue. 

Zapb. O generous youth, who art thou -_ om 

what clime 

Comes ſuch exalted virtue, n gire 
A pauſe to griefs like mine — i 


N 
i 


I feel my heart revive ! Here, PECTIN. 


In thee, the kind companion of his Wiese 


Croud on my mind. Wiſhes, and pray'rs and . 
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And prop the tuin tottꝰ ring on its baſe, 


Which ſelfiſh caution ſhuns . 6 art = 
| thou ? 
Selim. A friendlef youth,  ſelf-baviſh'd with thy || 
On; | 
Long his companion in dittreſs and danger * 
One who rever'd thy worth in proſp'rous days: Of 
And more reyeres thy virtue in diſtreſs. | Be 1 
_ --Zaph. O tell me truly then——mocknot my woe, Soft 
But tell me truly. does my Selim live? An 
Selim. He does, by heav'n! RES Ble 
Zaph. And does he ſtill remember Wi 
His father's wrongs,” and mine | Th 
Selim. He bade me tell thee, | An 
That in his heart indelibly are ſtamp'd | Re 
His father's wrongs, and thine: That he but waits: | Bu 


Till awful juſtice may unſheath her ſword, 

And luſt and murder tremble at her frown } 

That till th' arrival of that happy hour, 

Deep in his ſoul the hidden ſire ſhall glow; 

And his breaſt labour with the great revenge? 
Zaph. Eternal bleſſings crown my victuous ſon } 


to dawn. 
Selim. Much . queen, farewell. 


yt Jet. not yet dete 2 mother's 
| ve! 


Methinks 1 ſee my Selim ſtand before me 
Depart not yet. A thouſand fond requeſts 


Are all I have to give. O bear him theſe } | | 
Selim. FONTS Paley know thy ſon, | 

o'erjoyd + e 
To reſeue thee, wou'd bleed at every rein! 
Bid ber, he ſaid, yet ho e | 
Bid her. remember that 3 of heav n, | 
'Tho' dark, are juſt : That oft me guardian pow'r | 
Attends unſeen, to fave the innocent} - 
But if high beay'a decrees our fall,—O bid he- 


* 5 ly 
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Firmly to wait the ſtroke z prepar'd alike 7 
To live or die! and then he wept, as I do. Per 

Zaph. O righteous heav al thou; haſt at length o'er- 
ay'd | 
My biitheft pangs ; if my dear Selim lives, 
And lives for me !—hear my departing pray'r! Kneeh, 
O ſpare my ſon !—Prote&t his tender years | 
Be thou his guide through dangers and diſtreſs ! 
Soften the rigours of his cruel exile, | 
And lead him to his throne ! when I am gone, 
Bleſs thou his peaceful reign ! oh, early bleſs him 
With the ſweet pledges of connubial love; 
That be may win his victue's juſt reward, 
And taſte, the raptures which a patent's heart 
Reaps from a child like him ! Not for myſelf, —— 
But my dear lon,—accept my parting tears !' 


Sith Zaphir 
Selim. Now, ſwelling Dank, 1159 

Jadulge the luxury of grief{ Flow, tears! 
And rain down tranſport in the ſhape of forrow 1. - 
Yes, 1 have ſooth'd her woes ; have found her noble: 
And to have giv'n this reſpite to her pan | 
O'erpays all pain and peril !—Pow'rful virtue! 
How infinite the joys, when ev'n thy griefs 
Are | args. bon, ay ay to the frowns 
Of fate, can'ſt pour thy ſunſhine o'er The ſoul, 
And brighten woe to rapture 1 1 


Enter Othman _ AY 


Honor friends! 7 # -- 
How goes the night? oy 

Sadi. Lis well nigh midnight. 

Othm. What—in tears, m prince? | 

Selim. But tears of joy: For I have ſeen. ae, 4 
And pour'd the balm of peace into her breaſt: 
Think not theſe tears unnerve me, valiant dende: * 
They have but barmoniz'd my ſoul: and rr 
All that is man within me, to diſdain 
ru or death. —W hat tidings from the city 
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Sadi. All, all is ready. Our confed'rate friends 
Burn with impatience, till the hour arrive. 
Selim. What is the ſignal of th' appointed hour? 
Sadi. The midnight watch gives gnal of our meet. The 


Will 
And ber the ſecond watch of night is _ | To 
: _ 1 7 of death begins. T&F on 
elim.- Speed, ſpeed ye minutes | | 
Now let the ag wh wind ſhake A/giers, e 
And juſtice guide the ſtorm I ſcarce two hours hence— Fire 
Sad. Scarce more than one. Reſ 
Selim. Bur as you love my life, 5 My 
Let your zeal haſten on the great event: | 0 
The 77 tyrant's daughter found, and knew a me here PLAY: Fox 
And half fuſpetts the cauſe. 1 0 e 
Othm, Too daring prince'; . ron 28h 
Retire with us her fears will ſure betray os 1 Th 
_ | Selim, What? leave my helpleſs mother, here x n - 
7 
| To end) and luft -u. per Gr: FO : Sc: 
| This very night the tyrant threatens violence: By 
| Il watch his ſteps ; Fil haunt him thro' the palace: 
| And, ſhould he meditate a deed ſo vile, Br 
Pl! hover o'er him like an unſeen poltilence, IL v9 
And blaſt Him in his guilt © Jo 


Sadi. Intrepid prince! 
Worthy of empire! Vet accept my life, 9142 
My worthleſs life ; do thou retire e with Othman 5 
I will protect Zapbire: ' © . 
Selim. Think'ſt thou, OY 5 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will ſhrink into a common man! 
Worthleſs were he to rule, who dares not . 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more. 5 
Here ſhall my ſtation be: And if I fall, o li | 
O friends, let me have vengeance !—Tell me now, | | 
Where is the tyrant? - | 
Othm. Revelling at the banquet. 
Selim. Tis grod—Now tell me, how our pow'rs are 
| deſtin'd! Fa 
h | 1 
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$adi. Near ev 7 1 a ſecret band is poſes 5 
By theſe the watchful centinels muſt peri 
The reſt is eaſy :: for the glutted troops dT 
Lie drown'd in ſleep ; the dagger's cheapeſt prey. opt 
Almanzar, with his friends will circle round © 
The avenues of the palace. Othman andi! 
Will lead our brave confederates (all ſworn 
To conquer or to die) and burſt the gates 
Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbareſſa ! 
* Oh, how the near approach of this great 
our 
Fires all my ſoul! But valiant fijends, I charge you,. 
Reſerve the murd'rer to my juſt revenge 3 : 
My poignard claims his blood. . 
Othm. Forgive me, prince! 
Forgive my doubts !— hink—ſhould the fair 1 
Selim. Thy doubts are vain. 1 would not "oY the 


tyrant, 

Tho' the ſweet maid lay weepi ng at my feet! 
Nay, ſhould he fall by any hand but mine; 
By heav'n, I'd think my bonord father's blood 
Scarce half reyeng'd! my love indeed is ſtrong! 
But love ſhall y 040 to juſtice 

Sadi. Gallant prince! 
Bravely reſolv'd! | 

Selim. But is the city quiet ? 

Sadi. All, all is buſh'd. Throughout the _ 

fireets, 

Nor voice, nor ſound. 7 if thi inhabitants, 
Like the preſaging herds that ſeek the covert 
Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 
And ſhun'd th' impending uproar. | 

Othm. There is a ſolemn horror in the Arbt too, 
That pleaſes me: A general pauſe t thro nature: 
The winds are Bush d — 

Sadi. And as I paſs'd the beach, 
The lazy billow 2 could laſh the ſhore: 


4 2 
7 
: 


* 


Nor ſtar peeps thro' the ficmament of heavin—— — 


Selim. 


A 


3 
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- -, Selim. Farewel, friends! 


Selim. And lo——where eaſtward, o'er the ſullen 
Wave, 4 
The waining moon, depriv'd of half her orb, 
Riſes in blood: Her beam, well-nigh extinct, | 
Faintly contends with darkneſs [Bell toll, 
Hark !—what meant i 85. 
That tolling bell; dhe 

Othm. It rings the midnight watch. 
 Sadi. This was the ſignal — | N 
Come, Othman, we are call'd: the paſſing minutes 
Chide our delay: brave Otbman, let us hence. 

Szl/im. One laſt embrace !—nor doubt but crown'{ 
| with glory, en | | 
We foon ſhall meet again. But oh, remember 
Amid” the tumult's rage, remember mercy ! 


- » 


Stain not a righteous cauſe with guiltlefs blood 


Warn our brave friends, that we unſheath the ſword, 


Not to deſtroy, but fave! nor let blind zeal, 


Or wanton cruelty, e'er turn its edge 
On age or. innocence ! or bid us ſtab, 


Where the moſt pitying angel in the ſkies 


That now looks on us from his bleſt abode, 

Wou'd wiſh that we ſhou'd ſpare. 
Othm. So may we proſper, 

As mercy ſhall direct us ! 


[Exit Othman and Sai. 
Selim. Now ſleep and filence 


Brood ofer the city. The devoted centinel 


Now takes his lonely ſtand ; and idly dreams, 

Of that io morrow, which ſhall never come 

In this dread interval, O buſy thought, | 

From outward things deſcend into thyſelf! 

Search 8 my heart! bring with thee awful cor- 
Cience, 


And firm reſolve 1 that in th approaching hour 
Wa 


Of blood and horror, Day Byad unmov d, 
Nar fear to ſttike where juſti 


calls, nor dare 
To 


. 


BARBAROSSA. 
To ſtrike where ſhe forbids {—Why bear I then 
This dark, inſidious dagger? — Tis the badge 

Of vile aſſaſſins ; ; of the coward hand | 
That dares not meet its foe !—Deteſted thought! 4 
Vet, —as foul luſt and murder, tho on thrones 
Triumphant, ftill retain their hell-born quality ; 
$0 juſtice, gong beneath countleſs wrongs, 
Quits not her | ſs and celeſtial nature ; 

But in th ae wurderer's _—_ 

Can ſanQify this ſteel! _ 

Then be it ſo: —Witneſs, ye pow'rs of heav'n, 
That not from you, but from the murd'rer's eye, 
] wrap myſelf in night !—To you I ſtand 
Feycal'd in noon-tide day b, cou'd I arm 
My hand with war! Then like to you array'd 

In ſtorm and fire, m ſwift- avenging thunder 
Shou'd blaſt this tyrant. But ſince fate denies 
That privilege, III ſeize on what it gives: 

Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burſt beneath him, 
And whe'm his throne, his empire, and himſelf, 


In one prodigious ruin! 


©. 
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- -» - 


Enter Ixens and ALavin. 


— 


Iz xz. 


UT qdſt thou tell him, Aladin, my fears 
Brook no delay? 18 „ 
Alad. I dic. 5 
Irene. Why comes he not! _ 7 
Oh, what a dreadful dream !—"Twas ſurely more 
Than troubled fancy: never was my foul  _ 
Shook with ſuch hideous phantoms !—Still he lingers! 
Return, return: and tell him that his daughter © 
Dies, till ſhe warn him of his threatning ruin! 
Alad. Behold, he comes. [Exit Aladin. 


Enter Barbaroſſa. 


„reer 


1 Barb. Thou bane of all my joys! 
| Some gloomy planet ſurely ruf d To birth ! 
= Ev'n now thy ill-tim'd fear ſuſpends the banquet, 
| And damps the feſtal hour. 
| Irene. Forgive my fear! | 
| as ben fear, what phantom hath poſſeſs'd thy 
| rain? 
Irene. Oh guard thee from the terrors of this night. 
Fof terror lurks unſeen. b 
Barb. What terror? ſpeak ! | 
Woud'ſt thou unman me into female weakneſs ?— 
| Say, what thou dread'ſt, and why? I have a ſoul 
To meet the blackeſt dangers undiſmay'd. | 
Irene, Let not my father check with tern rebuke 
The warning voice of nature. For ev'n now, 


* 
— — 
—— — 


N 7 * 3g 
. Retir'd 
1 
j 
| 
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Retir'd to reſt, ſoon as I clog'd mine eyes, 
A horrid viſion roſe——Methought I far, 
Youu Selim riſing from the filent tomb * © 
ngled and bloody was his corſe: his hair 
Cora with gore; his glaring eyes on fre! 
Dreadful he ſhook a dagger i in his hand. 77 7 
By ſome myſterious pow r he roſe in alt. 
When lo, at his command, this ae wry K 
Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance! | 
Swift he ane x Aa. brows ” | 
Ruſh'd on ardleſs father at the banquet, ye * 
And 22 ae ys furious dagger in thy breaſt ! 28 
| ou dſt thou appal me by.a brain-fick rifon? 
Get 475 w Te but as ſound till morn, 
As Selim in his grave ſhall ſleep for ever,. 
And then no haggard b 4 Tide thy . 
Irene. Yet —4 me, deareſt fathet! 
Barb. To thy couch! 
Provoke me not — 5 
Irene. What Hall I ſay, to move. e bio! 3 
. NOT n inſtru me what to r 


Enter Aladin. 


Barb. What mean thy looks W985 doſt this gaze 

ſo wildly ? 

Alad. J haſted to inform thee, that ev'n now, 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave dalla, 
Breathleſs with tidings of a rumour dark, 

Which runs throughout the city, that young Gn 
Is yet alive ay 
_ - Barb, May plagues conſume the tongue 
That broach d the falſhood {Tis not 
What did he tell thee further? 

Alad. More he ſaid not: 
Save only, that the ſpreading rumour * 
A ſpitit of revolt. X 

7 O gracious, father l- 93156 WHY 


Barb. The rumour -u 16) yur it coward 


Y 


50 FFI 4686 
Infect n me = hall I be terrify'd © Log 
7 5 dnight e Gee r waking . : 
IN et realon's * 0 
FB Nene 2 7 e 21 N 
A ut this gat rin rumo 15 
Think but on that, my Ay 3 . 
Barb, Infernal darkneſs. _. dams ol nad 7 
Swallow the flave that rais'd it EI Fil de | 
What caution diftates. Hark thee, Aladin— 
Slave, hear my will —Sece that the watch be doubled— 
Seek out this ranger bmet; 3 0 ene 
Let him be brought before me. 
Irene. O my father! . 
1 conjure i gg: Mr lle, F 
tire, and truſt Ea 
See not this 7855 W . Non dy * 
Barb. Not ſee him FEY and nene | 
Think'ſt thou, I fear a ſingle arm that's mortal? 
Not ſee him ?—F r A bring the ſlave before. me. — 
If he prove falſe, if hated Selim live. 
Fl heap ſuch 5 on Rim RE ea 


Irene. Mercy! 
Barb, + oa To r Ec 


Trene. ef and to th yell 3 n 
To him—to all—Thou think ſt i rave; * due 
My viſions are, as ever prophet Tha 'd, 

When heaven inſpires 8 ee 


Barb. e b nan rye with 


More id tha this 1-Get this © alt. ed. 
'Thy oy ar my rage.—Call Achmet hither. 
Irene. I us proſtrate on my knees -O ſee him 


Hot. 
Selim is dead: Indeed the rumour lies !— 


There is no danger near Or, if . . 
Achmet is innocent! 0 


1 5 Off, frantic wretch! 8 => + 
is Jeot-dream bath turn'd Os brain, to 8 
Hence to thy ehamber, till Teturning reaſon 

ö Hath calm'd this * thy duty hence ! 


Od! 37 t; 212 4 


* UE wi 


Irens, 


3 
9 


1414 fol K 


Irene. Yet hear the voice of caution !—Cruel fate ! 
What have I done !—Heay'n ſhield inꝝ deareſt father 15 
Heay'n ſhield the innocent !/—Undone Frene ! . © 
Whate'er th' event, thy doom is miſery. [Exit Ir rene; 
Barb. Her words are wrapt in darkneſs—Aladin, * r 
Forthwith ſend Achmet hither —Mark him well = 

His countenance and * —Then with ſpeed, 
Double the centinels. aver THE Aladin. 
Infernal guilt! | ere pe 1c” 
How doſt thou riſe in ev MORE "Re js big 
Of rage and doubt, ſuſpicion and deſpair, . ©. 
Jo rend my ſoul! more wretched far than they, 
Made wretched by my crimes Why did I not 5 . 
2 while yet my crimes were delibſe! . 47 wi 

Ere they had ſtruck their colours thro” my ſoul, 
As black as night or hell {—'Tis now too late ts 7 
Hence then, ye vain repinin !—Take me all, hag 
Unfeeling guilt ! O baniſh f thou cat; OED: 
Ton fell remorſe, and ev 'ry fruitleſs fear! 

Be this my glory,—to be great in evil 

To nd my own heart, and, n conſcience, 3 
Riſe to exalted crime: | 

8 Hes _—— | & ite 
Come hither, ſave :— | ty: 
Hear me, and tremble:—Art thou Shu thou cen? 

Selim. Ha! 

Barb. Do'ft thou pauſe ?—By hell, the ſlave's 3 con- 

founded! 

Selim. That Barbar z ſhou'd ſu ſpect n my truth? 

Barb. Take heed! for by the hoy' ring pow rs ue ven- 


— 1 hb Y , 
— - . - 


1 vil 


g | 1 


If Ido fd th. thee treach'rous, T will doom l 
To death and torment, ſuch as human thought 
Ne er yet conceiv'd ! thou com ſt beneath the guiſe 
Of Selim 's murderer.— Now tell me 1 not ,. . 
That Selim yet alive? If An * 
Late , nee py 55 
Barb. Perdition on thee | An cho wel 
Anſwer me quick, wee” 1 15 Draws bis dg 
: C2 15 0 


PER 


32 n 

Selim. Yes, freely firike —— _ ; 
Already haſt chou given the fatal wound, 5 
And pierc d * heart with thy unkind ſuf "A 
2 cou d my dagger find a tongue, to tell 

deep.it drank his blogd bot ſince thy doubt 

T, rs wrongs my i my breaft—ſtrike here— 
For bold is innocence. 

\Barb. I ſcorn the taſk. © [Puts up bis da 7. 
Time ſhall decide thy — mark me e 
See that ye watch the motions of this ſlave :- 
And if he meditates t eſcape "Sr eye, 
Let your good ſabres cleave him to the chine. 

Selim. 1 yield me to thy will, and when thou know'ſf 
Ll... Selim het or ſeeſt his hated mee, -- 

en wreak thy vengeance on me, 

Berb. Baur bitw hehce: — + . 
Vet on your lives, await me within call. | 
I will have deeper inquiſition made: 
_— y ſome witneſs may confront the Wee. | 


to light bis faſhoad. 
oY 1 | 1 Exeunt Selim FR guards. 


Call Zane 1 | [Exit a Slave. 
If Selim e what 1s Barbaroſſ ? 


Ln 4 rr a bubble, that but floats in air, 

rites declare Zaphira mine. . .. 
Fool the am! to wait the weak effects 
Of flow ee when unbounded power 
| Can give me all I wiſh |—Slave, hear my will, — 
Fiy.— bid the e the marriage rites. 
Let incenſe riſe to heav n; and choral ſongs 
Attend Zaphira to the pin bed. [Exit Slave. 
I will not brook delay.—By love and e 
This haur decides her fate! | | 


Enter Zaphira, 


Wal, haughty fair, 
Hath reaſon yet ſubdu'd thee? Wilt thou hear | 
The voice of Jove? _ | 
N Whydolt chou my urge me? 
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Thou knew 'ſt my fix 'd refolve. e 1075 8 
Barb. Can aught but phr ej © | 
Ruſh on perdition? | 
Zaph. Therefore fhall rio pow'r 
E er make me thine. 
Barb. Nay, ſport not with my rage: Bo * 5 
Tho yon ſuſpected ſlave affirms him dead. 
Yet rumour whiſpers, that young Selim lives... 
Zaph. Cou'd I but think him ſo E my earneſt way | 
Shou'd rife to heav'n, to keep him far from thee! 
Barb. Therefore, leſt treach'ry underwine my pow, 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is come 


| 
Zaph. I haye no choice. Think ſt thou I cer wilt „ 
wed | 
The murderer of my lord TER hon 2 8 | 
Barb. Take heed, raſh queen 
Tell me thy laſt reſolve. | 3 
Zaph. Then hear me, heav'n f | 


Hear, all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence? © 
8 of light! and thou dear honor'd ſhade _ 
ed lord, attend ! wy here 

Patt with vows my laft refolve? © 

IF eer I wed this tyrant murderer, 

If I pollute me with this horrid union, 

Black as Adultery or damned inceſt, e 

May ye, ye Miniſters of heav'n, depart, 2 

Nor ſhed your influence on the guilty ſcene ſ— 

May horror blacken all our days and nights ! 

May difcord' light the nuptial torch ! and riſing 

From hell, may ſwarming fiends 1 in I TY | 

Around th' accurſed bed! 

Barb. Begone, remorſe = © it 
Guards, do your office: drag her to the dar! 115 
Heed not her tears, or cries What? dare ye doubt 2 
Inſtant obey my bidding ;—or by bell! 

Torment and death ſhall overtake you all! 
© [Guards go to ſeize Zaphira. 
3:06! oY ſpare e n, protect me 0 my 


; C3 Wert 
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er 


t thou but here, to ſave thy helpleſs mother = „ 
What ſhall 1 do {—Undone, undone Zn, 


Enter Selim. 


Selim. Who call'd on Achmet {Dd not ot Barbara 
Require me here? 


. Barb. Officious ſlave, retire. | 
I call'd thee not. 
Zaph. O kind and gen'rous ranger, fend oo aid! 
O reicue me from theſe impending rrors! 
Heav'n will reward thy pity! _ 
1 Barb, Pity her woes, O mighty Barbara | 
Barb. Rouze not my vengeance, llave ! 


Selim. Oh, hear me, hear me] - . 


Barb. Curſe on thy forward zcal! 
Selim. Let, yet have mercy. 3 
| Lays hold of Baibaroſfa a's A ! 
Barb. preſuming ve, begone! _ _ [Strikes Selim. 
Selim. Nay then, —die, tyrant ! 5 | 
[Riſes, and aims to flab Barbaroſla. 
Barbaroſſa wreſ/ts his dagger 7 Bin. 


Barb. Ah, traitor, | have I. caught thee. —Hold— 


| forbear— 9 
77 9 pip —— who offer ts kill Slim. 
| Kill him not yet, —lI will have greater Vengeance. — 
Perfidious wretch, who art thou? Bring the rack: 
Let that extort the ſecrets of his heart. 
e e threats are loſt! 1 know that 


And torments are m . ere 1 die, I 
TI ſtrike thy ſoul with horror. —OF, vile habit !— 
Let me emerge from this dark cloud that hides me, 
And make my ſetting glorious —If thou dar ſt, 


Now view me |—Hear. me, tyrant !/—while with voice 


More dreadful than of thunder, I proclaim, 


That he who aim'd the dagger at thy * 
Is Selim 


8 Zarb. 0 heav'n ! * fon! my fon! © ls faints. 


1 Selin. 


- — 


bh. 3 >» 
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Selim. Unhappy mother! 27 ta embrace her. 


Barb. Tear ther aſunder. aut * N them. 
Selim Barb'rous, barb" rous ru 9 
Barb. dlaves, ſeize the traĩtor. * 

[They 4 to hae 110 | 


Selim. Off, ye. vile faves 165 your king [—retire, 
And tremble at mv. frowns! that is the'traitor;, 
That is the murd'rer, tyrant, raviſher : ; ſeine him, 
And do your country right! | 
. on Ah, NN ua by batt! 5 
tart ye at words —or ſeize him, or | 
This 8 ends ye all. [They a Bim 
Selim, "Tis. done—Doft thou revive, l you F 
Now arm thy ſoul with patienee ! | 
Zaph. My dear ſon |— 
Do I then live, onee more to ſee ys Selim = 


. N 4 


But oh to ſee thee thus - . reping | 


Selim. Canſt thou behold: 
Her ſpeechleſs agonies, and not relent?* | 


Barb, At length. revenge ia mine l- dare Gees has; | «77 


Thi ent ha k 
is hour ſhall crown my Ha 
Zaph. O mercy, 


Selim. Lo! B de 3 thou at engt haſt con- a 


quer' d! 8 
Behold a hapleſs prince, 0 'erwhelm'd with woes, 
5 Wer 
Proſtiate before thy feet !—Not for myſelf” „„ 


I plead — Ves, plunge the dagger in my breaſt! _ 
Tear, tear me piecemeal ! But, O ſpare Zapbira : 
Jet, yet relent! force not her matron honour } 
Reproach not heav'n ! | 

Barb. Have I then bent thy pride? 
Why, this is conqueſt ev'n beyond my hope — 
Lie there, thou ſlave! lie till Zaphira's cries, _ 
| Arouze thee from thy poſture !- | 

Selim. Doſt thou i ita my griefs — wretch! 
Curſe on the fear that cou'd betray my limbs, [ Riing. 
My coward limbs to this diſboneſt poſture ! 
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Long ie 1 cots 4, I now defy th: p] mw. 
Boob Tl put thy [boaſted TR roche the Galt 
Slaves, 5 9 45 to the rack. * 
Zapb. O ſpare my ſon! 16 he Md | 

Sure flial virtue never was a crime! 
Save but my ſon!—T j ield me to thy wiſh — oP 
What do I fay 1— The marriage vow 180 horror + verbs 
This hour ſhall make me thine! Tn th as 
Selim, What! doom thyſelf ops qh2 ton 
The yuilty partner of a nds FP} bed, 
Whoſe hands yet reek with thy dear butbind's d 
To be the mother of deftruQtive tyrants, | 
The curſes of mankind !—By heay'n, 1 — 225 
The guilty hour that gives thee ta the arms 4 3 9 8 
Of that deteſted murderer, ſhall end 2 arhnl + 


This hated life ſ— - © ihe 15; p4204 we yy Rs Tr 
- Barb. Ot yield thee, or he 4 oa 164 
Zapb The conflicts _ paſt 15 will "refurie wy, 

: . greatneſs: 5 

Wen bravely die, us e ve Erd, an ende 

Enbracing. 


Selim. Now, tyrant, pour thy fierceſt fury onus 
Now tee, deſpairing guilt, mall virtue kei! 4 
Shall conquer tho” in ruin. 5 r 
Barb. Drag them hence: . 
Her to the altar: — Selim to his fate 
Zapb. O Selim ! O my ſon — Thy doom is «death! 
Wou'd it were mine! 
Selim. Wou'd I cou'd give it thee! 
Is there no means to fave her! lend, ye PROP 
Ye miniſters of death, in pity lend ''_ . 
Your. ſwords, or ſome kind wea on of 18 — 
Sure the moſt mournful boon, that ever ſon 


[TS | Fo l7 
21* n 


Ad for the beſt of mothers ! os in vs TY 
d S948 037 536 
Barb. Til hear no more b, beet Fett to their 

_ e uards 4 rare them. 
Selin. One laſt rt | 

Farewel ! farewel for ever! oo 925 

1 FCuards ; ESPE with 44 


| „„ © © 
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-  Zaph.. One moment yet l—Pity . . 
O Selim ! 


Selim. O my mother! [Exeunt Selim and Zaphira. 
Barb. My deareſt hopes are blaſted FIRE is 


pow'r, 


If ſtubborn virtue thus out- br its fight uk 
Yet he ſhall die—and ſhe— 


Enter Aladin. | 


A 
* . 
CR 


Alad. Haw a 4 x07 Shiga 
Barb, What mean'ſt thou, Wadin# n n. 
Alad. e e fo | eber 0 wi 
Says that- you elim lives: , omew ere ur ö 
Within theſe — | no 
Barb. The lurking traitor's found, Eh. nt ern 
Convicted, and difarmed.— Ev'a now dees Sts 
This dagger at my heart. e 
Alad. 8 traitor” 
The ſlave ſays further, that he brings cheviidings- 
Of dark conſpiracy, now hov ring e Ain ot Rs 


And claims thy private ear. 4 | 
Barb. Of dark conſpiracy ? + 6 9 nt 

Where ?---Among whom ? PT THC eee 
Alad. The ſecret friends of Selim, / ot 3" 1 

Who nightly haunt the cititi gx. 
Barb. Curſe the traitors } if 460% e Of 


No ſpeed thee, Aladin. —Send forddenribiop: þ 
Explore their baunts. For, by th infernal Axe ITN 

I will let looſe my rage. The furious lion 

Now foams indignant, ſcorning tears and cries. | 

Let Selim forthwith die Come, mighty vengeance 1 "Y 
Stir me to crueky | the rack ſhalt-proan 122 . 
With new-born horrors 1 will iſſue fortnn, ö 
Like midnight peſtilence! my breath ſhall Fry RL 
The ſtreets with dead; and havock ſtalk in gore. me 
Hence, pity Feed the _ Rur of daher, * 
Mine i is * bloodier hue. 
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1 the watch doubled? are the gates ſecur d 
1 Againſt ſurprize? N. 

Lad. They are, and mock 1. attempe 
Of force or treachery. i: 11] 4 

: Barb. rs whiſper'd rumour . PETERS | 

Of dark conf) iracy, on further iaquelt, 87 
Seems but a fa ſe alarm, Our ſpies, ſent out, 

And now return'd from ſearch, n that We 

Has wrap'd the city. 

Alad. But while Selim lives, en 

Deſtruction lurks within the palace walls x ; | 

Nor bars, nor centinels can give us foley: 
Barb. Ri be, Aladin. His bone of tae approaches.” — 

How goes the night? _ | 

Alad. The ſecond watch is near. 

Barb. Tis well; whene'er it rings the traitor dies. 
So hath my will ordain'd---PII ſeize th occaſion, 
While I may fairly plead my life's defence.'' | | 
Alad. True: fer he aim'd his dagger at thy. hea. | 
Babe, — did. Hence jultice, De eren n 


To 5 Jus ſaxnd, 905 do e 8 8 
Aula. His bold reſolves have ſteel'd Zapbire's breaſt 
Againſt thy love: | thence he deſerves to die. 
Barb. And death's his jy pete _ the: rack 
hall rend br 
Each ſecret from his heart; unless be give 5 
Zapbira to my arms, by marriage -vows, = £55 a 
With ſull conſent, ere yet the watch | 
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Toll for his death.---Curſe on this woman's weakneſs! 
yet wou'd win her love! haſte, ſeek out Othman : 
Go, tell him, that deſtruction and the ſword 

Hang o'er young Selim's head, if ſwif: compliance | 


Plead not his parde.. (En Aled: 
Stubborn fortitude! 


Had he not interpos'd, ſucceſs had crown'd_ -. 
My love, now hopeleſs.— Then let WE: ſeize him. 


Enter Irene. 


Irene. O nigke of horror l- Hear me, honor'd father 
If e'er Irene's peace was dear to thee, i |. 
Now hear me! e Tg 
Barb. Tmpious! dar'ſt thou diſobey ? 
Did not my ſacred will ordain thee hence ? 
Get thee to reſt ; for death is ſtirring here. 
| Trene. O fatal words! by ev'ry ſacred tye, 
Recall the dire decree 
Barb. What wou'dſt thou ſay "£3 
Whom plead for? | 
Vene. For a brave unhappy prince, - . 
Sentenc'd to die. 7 
Barb. Andjuſtly But this hour, 8 
The traitor half fültlle thy dream, and aim'd 
His dagger at my heart. 
Irene. Might pity plead! _ : 
Barb. What !---plead for treach ry? NS 
Irene. Yet pity might beſtow a milder name. 
Wou'dſt thou not love the child, whoſe fortitude - 
Shou'd hazard life for thee Oh, think on that 
The noble mind hates nat a virtuous ſo : 
His gen'rous pu 71 was to ſave a mother ! 


Barb. a was his purpoſe, and accurſt art 
thou 


Whoſe perfidy wou'd fave; the dark aſſaſſin, 
Who ſought thy father's, life!---Hence, from my fight ! + 
Irene. Oh, never, till, thy merey pare ad vein a 

Barb. by Selim Tine 7 
. hene. Thou knee It gratirude _ 


He's 


60 B AR BAR OS S A. 
He's mine. Had not his generous band redeem'd me, 

What then had been Irene? 

Barb. Faithleſs wretch! 
Unhappy father! whoſe 0 child 
Leagues with his deadlieſt foe ; and guides the dagger 
Es 'n to his heart!—Perdition catch thy falſhood ! 

And is it thus, a thankleſs child repays, 
For all the guilt in which I plung d my foul, 
To raiſe her to a throne ! 
lirene. O ſpare theſe words, 
More keen than daggers to my bleeding heart! 
Let me not live ſuſpected l Deareſt father !— 
Behold my breaſt! Ae thy ſuſpicions here: 
Write them in blood; but ſpare the gen rous jouth, 
Who ſav'd me from diſhonour | 

Barb. By the powers 
Of great revenge! thy fond intreaties ſeal 
1 inſtant death In him, Pl! puniſh thee.--- 

way ! 

Irene. Yet hear me ! ere my tortur'd ſoul 
Ruſh on ſome deed of horror ! 

Barb. Seize her, guards g- 
Convey the frantick ideot from my preſence: | 
See that ſhe do no violence on herſelf. N 


Irene. O Selin generous youth !—-how ive my 


8 
Betray d thee to deſtruction !---Slaves, unhand me! 
Think ye, I'Il live to bear theſe pangs of grief, 

Theſe horrors that oppreſs my tortur'd foul? 

Inhuman father !---Generous, injur'd youth . 

Methinks I ſee thee ſtretch d upon the rack, 

Hear thy expiring groans.-—O horror ! horror ! 

What ſhall I do to fave him!---Vain, alas ! 

Vain are my tears and pray'rs I- At leaft, I'll die. 

Death ſhall unite us yet! [Exit Irene and guards. 
Barb. O torment, torment ! 

Ev'n in the midft of pow r I the vileſt fave 

More happy far than I 1---The very child, 

Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant TY . 

Conſpires to blaſt my peace l---O falſe . 7 
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Thou lyi ying phantom ! whither haft thou lur'd me! 
Ev'n to this giddy height; where now I ſtand, 
Forſaken, comfortleſs ! with not a friend 
rer my ſoul can truſt! e ae pes 


Eater se 
Haſt thou ſeen Othman ? E e AR 3 


He will not ſure, conſpire againſt my peace. 
X Alad. He's fled, my lord. I dread ſome lurking ruin. 
The centinel on watch ſays, that he paſs'd 
The gate, ſince midnight; with an unknown friend: 
And as they paſs'd, Othman in whiſpers faid, 
© Now farewell, bloody tyrant.” 
Barb. Slave, thou lyiſt! N 
He did not dare to ſay it. Or, if he aid, 
Pernicious ſlave, why doſt thou wound my car 
By the foul repetition ?---Gracious pow'rs, 
Let me be calm !---O my diftrated ſoul ! 
How am I rent in pieces; Othman fled ! 
Why then may all helſ's curſes follow him 1 
What's to be done? ſome miſchief lurks unſeen. 
Alad. Prevent it then— 
Barb. By Selim's inſtant death 
Alad. Ay, doubtleſs. 
Barb. Is the rack prepard? _ - 
Alad. Tis ready, ms 
Along the ground he lies, o'erwhelm'd with chat.” | 
8 miniſters of death, ſtand round and wait 
laſt command. q | es , 
Ky Once more I try (o bend G e n 
His ſtubborn ſoul. Conduct me forthwith to him: 
And if he now diſdains my proffer d kindneſs, 
Deſtruction ſwallows bim ! | [Exeunt. 


Selim diſcover d in _ exeitiner ior, cc. and 
Selig. Ireen friends, mn e DH 
When lam dead, let nor = n 0987-4 e 
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Inſult theſe poor remains. See them interr'd 
Cloſe by my father's tomb ! I aſk no more. 
Officer. They ſhall. | 
Selim. How goes the night ? 


_ "Officer. Thy hour of fate, 
The ſecond watch is near. 


Selim. Let it come on; 
J am prepar'd. 


F ̃u˙. A T. mãQu! Ü wm! /mm 7 Ü 8 


Enter Batbarofſa. . | | thy 
| Barb. S0 raiſe him from the ground | 


[They raiſe bin. 
Perfidious boy ! Behold the juſt rewards 
Of guilt and treachery! Didſt thou not give 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I ſhould beho " HY 
; Selim s deteſted face? 

elm. Then take it, tyrant. 

” Barb. Didſt thou not aim thy dagger at my heart ? 

Selim, I did. 

Barb. Yet heav'n defeated thy i intent ; ; 

And ſav'd me from the dagger. 
Selim. Tis not ours, 
To queſtion beav'n. Th' intent, and not the deed - 
Is in our pow'r : and therefore who dares greatly, 
Does greatly. 

Barb. Vet bethink thee, ſtubborn boy, 

What horrors now ſurround thee·—- 
Selim. Think'ft, thou, tyrant, 
I came ſo ill prepared Thy rage is weak, 

Thy torment s pow'rleſs o er the ſteady mind: 21 
_ He who cou'd bravely dare, can bravely ſuffer... F 
Barb. Vet, lo, I come, 7 pity led, to N thee. 

Relent, and fave Eb For the bell 
Ev'n now expects the centinel, to toll 
The ſignal of thy death. 
Selim. Let guilt like thine 
Tremble at death: I ſcorn his darkeſt frown. 
Hence, tyrant, nor prophane my d PRs! EW 
N Then take th, with. 255 dee 8 tolls; 
40a hs -There 
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There goes the fatal knell. 

Thy fate is ſeal'd—Not all thy mother's tea, 
Nor pray'rs, nor eloquence of grief, ſhall ſave thee, 
From inſtant death, Yet ere 1 vaſſaſſin die, | 
Let torment wring each ſecret from his heart. 

The traitor Othnan's fled ;— Conſpiracy _ 

Lurks in the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 

Spare not the rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort | 

The lurking treaſon; and this murd' rer call 

On death, to end his woes. [Exit Barbarodſa. 
Selim. Come on then, [They bind bim. 
Begin the work of death. —— what! bound with N 
Like a vile criminal! O, valiant friends, 

When will ye give me vengeance} 895 


Enter 1 


Irene- Stop, O ſtop! 
Hold your accurſed hands On me, on me, 
Pour all your torments 2 ſhall I approach” wet, 

Selim. Theſe are thy father 5 gifts! !—Yet thou art 5 

guiltleſs : * 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thibi beſt, 
Moſt amiable of women! 
Irene. Rather curſe me, . 
As the betrayer of thy virtue! 
Selim. Ah! | 
Irene. > I—my fears, my frantic fears e 
thee! 0" 
Thus falling at thy feet! may I but WP. "0 , : 
For pardon ere I die! 5 5 rag 

Selim. Hence to thy father! | 

Irene, Never, O never ee in thi TI 
III claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears * 
Tread me to earth ! I never will . 3 8 
But my laſt breath ſhall bleſs * F 

Selim. Lov'd Irene "WE: 246 "ty 141 
What bath my fury done? 10 7 

Irene. Indeed, *twas hard! © OY 


a. 4 * - >» 
= T7 : - 4 , 3 IV 4 To 


But I was boru to ſorrow ! % 
ihe "Selim, 


= 
— 
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m. Melt me not. 
I cannot bear thy tears They quite unman we! 
Forgive the tranſports of my rage! 
Irene. Alas! | 
The guilt is mine cant thou forgive thoſe fears 
That firſt awak'd ſuſpicion in my father 


Thoſe fears that have undone thee [—Heav'n is witneſs, p 
They meant not ill to thee! Th 

Selim. None; none, Irene! 52 | Th 
No; 'twas the generous. voice of filial love : | Th 
That, only, prompied thee to ſave a father. | 
Ves; from my inmoſt ſoul I do approve 55 Fo 


That virtue which deſtroys me. 4 | 
ii 4 1 
Forgive and pity me ? | n 

Selim. I do, —I do. 

Irene. On my knees, - | 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince. 8 
Oh earth and heav'n! that ſuch unequal'd worth A 
Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate - That that -- 

Whom his love reſcu'd from the 1 of woe, 
Shou d be th accurſt deſtroyer Strike in pity; ; 
And end this hated life. 

Selim. Ceaſe, dear Irene. . 

Submit to heav'n's high will. —I charge thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt pow'r, 3 from wrong Th V 
My helpleſs, friendleſs, mother. 3 Abbas \ 

Irene. With my life 
PII ſhield her from each wrong That "MC. alone 
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe! 

Selim. O my ungovern d rage To frown on thee! © 
Thus let me expiate-the cruel wrong, | een. 8 
And mingle rapture with the pains of death ! 

Officer. No more.—Prepare the rack. 7 | 

Irene. Stand off; of hends ! 5 | | 


FA: ES, 


Here will I cling pow” r on earth 82 5 part us. 

Till I have favs my Selim! , _ tes [4 noiſe. 
Officer. Hark ! what nou, * RC e en 
Strikes on my ear ? Lb | 


Selim. Again 


Ald. 
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Aud Army arm | l—Treachery and murder !{Without. 
¶Executioners go to ſeize Selim. 
Selim. Off, 80 |—Ort will turn We to arms, 
And daſh 8 piecemeal For I have heard a found, 
Which lifts my ered ry ih to Atlas height, Hy 27 
That I cou'd prop the | a 
Aad. Where is the king? | 
The foe-pours in? the palace oaths are burſt: 
The centiaels are murder'd ! fave the King! 7 
They ſeek him thro the palace? 
Officer. Death and ruin! | 
Follow me, laves, and ſave him. 
[Exeunt Officer 15 Fxpcutionsr 
g. ke. Now, bloody tyrant ! now, thy honr is come! 
Irene. What means yon mad bing tumult —0 * c 


fears — ” 


Se, Veo engeance At length bath dieren theſe kau 


And walks her deadly round! 
Irene, Whom doſt thou mean? my father? 
Selim. Yes : thy father; 

Who murder'd mine! . hy 
Irene. Is there no room or mercy 

0 Selim ! by our love 


So E © # 
— 9210 


Selim. Thy tears are vai nn Wik 
Vain were thy eloquence, tho' thou datt 0 
With an archangel's tongue! 


Irene. Spare but his life! 
e ec n knows 1 pity thee. But he muſt 
ced ; | 

Tho' my own life-blood, nay, tho? hide, more dear, 
Shou'd iſſue at the wound? . 

Irene. Muſt be then die? n e 314956 
Let me but ſee my father, ere he periſh x 1 
Let me but pay my parting duty to him— 


- Claſh of PN 
Hark 1-—twas' the daſhþof ſwords! hear n, fave my fa- 
| ther! 
O cruel, cruel Selim Ei e. 


Selim. 
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Selim. Melt me not. | 4 4 
I cannot bear thy tears ;—They quite unman we! | þ 
Forgive the tranſports of my rage! 1 8 

Irene. Alas! | þ An 
The guilt is mine: _Canft thou forgive t thoſe fears” WI 
That firſt awak'd ſuſpicion in my father ! Th 
Thoſe fears that have undone thee [|—Heay'n is witneſs, 4 
They meant not ill to thee ! Th 

Selim. None; none, Irene! | Th 
No; 'twas the generous. voice of filial love: | Th 
That, only, prompied thee to ſaye a father. | 
Yes; from my-inmoſt ſoul I do approve 734 Fo 


That virtue which deſtroys me. 

Irene. Canſt thou, then, „ 
Forgive and pity me? 1 2 5 

Selim. I do,. —I do. RE 

Irene. On my knees, - 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, ;njur'd prince. K 
Oh earth and heav'n! that ſuch unequal'd worth A 
Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate Fe I that - 
Whom his love refcu'd from the depth of woe, 
Shou'd be th' accurſt deſtroyer „ tuike in Pity; ; 
And end this hated life. 

Selim. Ceaſe, dear Irene. 
Submit to heav'n's high will. -I . thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt pow'r, ptotect from WOW . 
My helpleſs, friendleſs, mother. , | 

Irene. With my life | 
PII fheld her from each wrong. 1 a alone I 
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe! 

Selim. O my nngovern'd rage !—To frown on "OF x 
Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong, e. 
And mingle rapture with the pains of death! 

Officer. No more. Prepare the rack. 

Irene. Stand off, 75 fiends ! | 


Here will I cling n ſhall eg | 
Till I have rd my Selin, 4 noiſe. 
Officer. Hark ! what noiſe 
Strikes on my ear? 1585 et DYE ' [A noiſe. 


Selim. Again | 
gp Alad. 
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Alad. Arm; arm | 1—Treachery and murder ! {Wiehout. 
¶Executioners go to ſeize Selim. 
Selim. Off, e j—Or Iwill turn my chains to arms, 
And daſh you piecemeal 1— For I have heard a found, 
W hich lifts my tow'ri ion to Atlas height, 
That I cou d prop the his i e 
Alad. Where i is the bing? 
The foe-pours in! the palace his are burſt: 
The centiaels are 3 ſave the King! 56 18 
They ſeek him thro the palace! 
Officer. Death and ruin! i FOG TY, 
Follow me, laves, and fave him 
[Exeunt Officer and Fxvcutioner. 
ge ke. Now, bloody tyrant! now, thy hour is come! 
rene. What means yon mack bing tumult =O wy | 


fears! 


Seu, Ven yi th bach en theſe ity x 
Err e vi e guilty 


And walks ber oadiyirogedt 
Irene, Whom doft thou mean? my f cher ©; 
Selim. Les: thy father; 
Who murder'd mine! 
Irene. Is there no. room for WY 
O Selim] by our love . | 
Selim. Thy tears are vnn 
Vain were thy eloquence, tho thou ddt 1 
With an archangel's tongue ! 
Irene. Spare but his life! 
peu n knows I pity thee. But he myſt 
eed; | 
Tho' my own life-blood, "nay, tho die, more dear, 
Shou'd iſſue at the wound / EY e 
Irene. Muſt be then die?: F 
Let me but ſee my father, ere he pen eats 
Let me but pay my parting duty to him— 


:Clafb of POWs 
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Hark !1—twas the claſhſof Gorda? hear n, fave wy e. 
ther! 
O cruel, cruel Selim ! El Hine. 


Seli m. 


* — —— — . — —-— 
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Now 3 pau Beg the maſk.—l1 dare thee, tyrant E: 


Selim.) Curſe on. this ſerxile chain, that binds man. 0 


In pow'rlefs ignominy ; while my ſword 7 
Shou d hunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down! 
Othm. Where is the prince! 1 
Selin. Here; Othman, bound to earth e 1910 To 
Set me but free !—O curſed, cufſed chain NJ 1 3 


Enter Orhan , and party, . + da 1 


Otbn. O wy * prince !— —Heav'a favours our 
deſign. \[Embraces bin. 
Take that: — 1 need not bid oh uſe it nobly. 
[Giving bim a > Sond W 
* 5 9 Now, Barbaraſſa, 15. en meet thine: | 


"Tis all J aſk of heav'n! Exit Selim. 
Otbm. Guard ye the prince — 8 ert go out, 
rſue his ſteps Now this 2's s turn, | 1 
Fo ſeek the tyrant. I xeunt Orhan Ur, ] 
11 A A H 
SCENE changes 70 e open Pahace. a 
1 
Enter 3 8 
/ 
Bark. Empire is loſt, and life: 7. brave revenge ( 
Shall cloſe my life in glory. . te 
| ] 
| Enter ou. 2 | 
Difſembling traitor Ne W 7 
Othm. vine hath my with, 
Pent in 0 breaſt, been wbb d of utter | 


And arm'd with juſtice, thus wou'd meet thy rage, 
Tho! thy red right hand graſp'd the pointed thunder! 
Now, heav'n decide between us! 1 bey fight. 
Barb, Coward ! 2 | 
Othm. 


/ 


BARBAROSEA W 


Othm, Tyrant! . 
Barb. Traitor! 12 70 
Othm. Infernal fiend ! thy Wiles are fraught with 5 
falſehood, - | 
To combat crimes like thine, by. force or wiles, 


F 


Is equal glory. _ ok | 


Barb; I faint! I die 1—O horror! 1 ve 
0 Selim 4 Sadi. "Ts 


1 — 


Selim. The foe oil way: ſure this way went the 


ſtorm. 


Where is the tyger fled ? What do I ſee ? 


Sadi. Algiers is free! 

Othm. This ſabre did the decd! * 

Selim. 1 envy thee the blow !—Yet valour He, 
To wound the fallen.—But if life remain, 

I will ſpeak daggers to his guilty ſoul! 
Hoa ! rie ! tyrant ! murderer! FP 
Tis Selim, Selim calls thee ! 

Barb. Off, ye fiends ! | 
Torment me not 0, Selim, art thou there — 
Swallow me, earth! bury me deep, ye mountains 1. 
Accurſed be the day that gave me birth! . 
Oh, that I had never wronged thee! 

Selim. Doſt thou then 
Repent thee of thy crimes !—He does! he does! 
He graſps my hand! ſee the repentant tear 


Starts from his eye !—Doſt thou indeed repent ?—_ 


Why'then I do forgive thee : from my ſoul 
I freely do forgive thee And if crimes 
Abborr'd as thine, dare plead to heav'n for We 
May heav'n have mercy on thee! - of 
Barb. Gen'rous Selim 
Too good,—T have a daughter! oh, "A her! 
Let not my crimes !— Dies. 
Othm. There fled the guilty ſoul! 
Selim. Haſte to the city, —ftop on rage of * 
Tell my brave people that Algiers is ** 4 


And tyranny no more. Bu | 
adi. 


The glorious tidings, ſoon as morning . 5 


3 a : 
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Sad. And to confirm | 


Be his dead carcaſe dragg'd EG the ci . 
A ſpectacle of horror | 


Selim. Curb thy zeal. 55 
Let us be brave, Res cruel: vor di 8 þ 
Valour, by barb'rous and inhuman deeds. 
Black was bis guilt.; and he hath paid his life, 
The forfeit of his crimes. Then ſheath the ſword : 
Let vengeance die, — uſtice is fatisfy'd 5 


f 


Euter Zaphira. 
Zapb. What mean theſe horrors TENT. TAIT er I pi 
1 W 
My trembling ſteps, T bnd ſome dying wretch, _ N 
Welt'ring in gore ſand doſt thou live, my Selim 50 —＋ 
Selim. Lo, there he lies! f —＋ 
Zaph. T he bloody tyrant ſlain! 8 


O righteous heav'n 

Selim. Behold thy valiant friends, 
Whoſe faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the yy 
Of Barbaroſſa Here, Once more, thy virtues os 


Shall dignify the throne and bleſs thy people. . 


* jut are thy ways, O heav'n n terrors, 

ence ; 

Once more Zaphira's bleſt My virruous s ſon, 

How ſhall I e'er requite thy boundleſs love! 

Thus let me ſnatch thee to my longing arms, 

And on thy boſom weep my griefs away! | 
Selim. O happy hour !—happy, beyond the flight 

Ev'n of my ardent hope Lock down, bleſt ſhade, 

From the bright 3 of bliſs !—Behold thy queen 

Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 

Behold the tyrant proſtrate at my feet ! 


And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs, | 


Accept this ſacrifice ! 


Zaph. My 'generous Selim 
Selim. Where is Irene? 


all With looks of wildneſs, and a diſtrafed mein, 3 


n 
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She ſought her father where the tumult rag'd : on 


She paſs d me, while the coward Aladin | 
Fled from my ſword : and as I cleft him down, 
She fainted at the fight, | 

- Othm. But, ſtraight recover'd, 
Zamor, our truſty friend, at my command, 
Convey'd the weeping fair one to her chamber. 


* n to thy generous care: Come, let us 
ee h | 


Th' afflicted maid. ; 

Zaph. Her virtues might atone 
For all her father's guilt! Thy throne be hers: 
She merits all thy love. STE 


Selim. Then haſte, and find her.—Oer her father's 
crimes | 
Pity ſhall draw her veil ; nay, half abſolve them, 
When ſhe beholds the virtues of his child !— 
Now let us thank th' eternal pow'r : convinc'd, 
That heav'n but tries our vir ue by affliction : 


That oft' the cloud which wraps the preſent hour, 


Serves but to brighten all our future days. 


We ; FI VIS. 
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